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A  DOLL'S   HOUSE 


CHARACTERS. 

TORVALD   HeLMEE. 

Nora,  his  wife. 

Doctor  Rank. 

Mrs.  Linden.  1 

Nils  Krogstad. 

The  Helmers'  Three  Children. 

AnnA,"'^  their  nurse. 

A  Maid-servant  (Ellen). 
A  Porter. 

The  action  passes  in  ffebner'-i  houxe  (a  flat)  in  Christiania, 


In  the  original  "  Fru  Linde." 
^  In  the  original  ' '  Anne-Marie." 


A   DOLL'S    HOUSE. 


ACT  FIRST. 


A  room,  comfortabli/  and  tastefuUy,  but  not  expensively , 
furnished.  In  the  back,  on  the  right,  a  door  leads 
to  the  hall;  on  the  left  another  door  leads  to 
Helmer's  study.  Between  the  two  doors  a 
pianoforte.  In  the  middle  of  the  left  wall  a  door, 
and  nearer  the  front  a  tvindow.  Near  the  ivin- 
dow  a  round  table  with  arrn-chairs  and  a  small 
sofa.  In  the  right  wall,  somerrliat  to  the  back, 
a  door,  and  against  the  same  wall,  further  for- 
ward, a  procelain  stove  ;  inj'rutit  of  it  a  couple 
of  arm-chairs  and  a  rocking-chair.  Between  the 
stove  and  the  side-door  a  small  table.  Ensravinss 
on  the  walls.  A  what-not  wtih  china  and  brie  a - 
brae.  A  small  bookcase  filed  with  handsomeli/ 
bound  books.  Caipet.  Afire  in  the  stove.  It  is 
a  tmnter  day. 

A  bell  rings  in  the  hall  outside.  Presently  the  outei 
door  of  the  fat  is  heard  to  open.  Then  Nora 
enters,  humming  gaily.  She  is  in  outdoor  dress, 
and  carries  several  parcels,  trhich  she  lays  on  the 
right-hand  table.  She  leaves  the  door  into  the 
hall  open,  and  a  Porter  is  seen  outside,  carry- 
ing a  Christmas-tree  and  a  basket,  rvhich  he 
gives  to  the  Maid-servant  who  fias  opened  the 
door. 
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Nora. 
Hide  the  Christmas-tree    carefully,  Ellen  ;  the 
children  must  on  no  account  see    it  before   this 
evening,  when  it's  lighted  up.     [To  the  Porter, 
taking  out  her  pnrse.^     How  much  ? 

Porter. 
Fifty  ore.i 

Nora. 

There  is  a  crown.     No,  keep  the  change. 

[The  Porter  thanks  her  and  goes.  Nora 
shuts  the  door.  She  continues  sviilivg  in 
quiet  glee  as  she  takes  off  her  outdoor 
things.  Taking  from  her  pocket  a  bag  of 
macaroons,  she  eats  one  or  two.  Then  she 
goes  on  tip-toe  to  her  husband's  door  ajid 
listens. 

Nora. 
Yes  ;  he  is  at  home. 

[She  begins  humming  again,  crossing  to  the 
table  on  the  right. 

Helmer. 
[In  his  roovi.]     Is  that  my  lark  twittering  there  ? 

Nora. 
[Bicsy  opening  some  of  her  parcels.]     Yes,  it  is. 

Helmer. 
Is  it  the  squirrel  frisking  around  .'' 

Nora. 
Yes! 

Helmer. 

When  did  the  squirrel  get  home  ? 

About  sixpence.     There  are   loo  ore  in  a  krone  or  crown, 
hicii  is  worth  thirteenpence  hal  penny. 
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Nor 


A. 


Just  this  minute.  [Hides  the  bag  of  macaroons 
in  her  pocket  and  wipes  her  mouth  ]  Come  here, 
Torvald,  and  see  what  I've  been  buying. 

Helmer. 
Don't  interrupt  me.     \_A  little  later  he  opens  the 
door  and  looks  in,  pen   in  hand.^     Buying,  did  you 
say  }     What !     All  that  ?     Has  my  little  spend- 
thrift been  making  the  money  fly  again  .'' 

Nora. 
Why,  Torvald,  surely  we  can  afford    to   launch 
out    a    little    now.     It's    the    Hrst    Christmas    we 
haven't  had  to  pinch. 

Helmer, 
Come  come  ;  we  can't  afford  to  squander  money. 

Nora. 
Oh  yes,  Torvald,  do  let  us   squander  a   little, 
now— just  the  least   little  bit !     You   know  you'll 
soon  be  earning  heaps  of  money. 

Helmer. 
Yes,    from    New   Year's    Day.      But    there's   a 
whole  quarter  before  my  first  salary  is  due. 

Nora. 
Never  mind  ;  we  can  borrow  in  the  meantime. 

Helmer. 
Nora  !  [He  goes  up  to  her  and  takes  her  play- 
fully by  the  ear.]  Still  my  little  featherbrain  ! 
Supposing  I  borrowed  a  thousand  crowns  to-day, 
and  you  made  ducks  and  drakes  of  them  during 
Christmas  week,  and   then  on   New  Year's  Eve  a 
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tile  blew   off  the  roof  and    knocked    my  brains 

out 

Nora. 

[Laying  her  hand  on  his  moidh.^     Hush  !     How 
can  you  talk  so  horridly  ? 

H  ELMER. 

But  supposing  it  were  to  happen — what  then.-* 

Nora. 
If  anything  so  dreadful  happened,  it  would  be 
all  the  same  to  me  whether  1  was  in  debt  or  not. 

Helmer. 
But  what  about  the  creditors .'' 

Nora. 
They  !     Who  cares  for  them  ?     They're  only 
strangers. 

Helmer. 

Nora,  Nora!  What  a  woman  you  are!  But 
seriously,  Nora,  you  know,  my  principles  on  these 
points.  No  debts !  No  Jjqrrowing!  Home  life 
ceases  to  be  free  and  beautiful  as  soon  as  it  is 
founded  on  borrowing  and  debt.  We  two  have 
held  out  bravely  till  now,  and  we  are  not  going 
to  give  in  at  the  last. 

Nora. 
[Going   to   the  Jireplace.\       Very    well — as    you 
please,  Torvald. 

Helmer. 
[Following    her.^     Come   come  ;    my  little  lark 
mustn't  droop  her  wings   like  that.      What .''     Is 
my  squirrel  in   the  sulks  ?     [Takes  out  his  purse.^ 
Nora,  what  do  you  think  I  have  here  ? 
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Nora. 
[Turning  round  quickly.']     Money  ! 

Helmer. 
There  !     [GiVe.?  her  some  notes.]      Of  course   I 
know  all  sorts  of  things  are  wanted  at  Christmas. 

Nora. 

[Cottntiitg.]  Ten,  twenty,  thirty,  forty.  Oh, 
thank  you,  thank  you,  Torvald  !  This  will  go  a 
long  way. 

Helmer. 

I  should  hope  so. 

Nora. 

Yes,  indeed  ;  a  long  way  !  But  come  here,  and 
let  me  show  you  all  I've  been  buying.  And  so 
cheap  !  Look,  here's  a  new  suit  for  Ivar,  and  a 
little  sword.  Here  are  a  horse  and  a  trumpet  for 
Bob.  And  here  are  a  doll  and  a  cradle  for  Emmy. 
They're  only  common  ;  but  they're  good  enough 
for  her  to  pull  to  pieces.  And  dress-stuffs  and 
kerchiefs  for  the  servants.  I  ought  to  have  got 
something  better  for  old  Anna. 

Helmer. 
And  what's  in  that  other  parcel  ? 

Nora. 
[Crying  out.]     No,  Torvald,  you're  not  to  see 
that  until  this  evening  ! 

Helmer. 

Ok  !  Ah  !  But  now  tell  me,  you  little  spend- 
thrift, have  you  thought  of  anything  for  yourself.** 
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Nora. 
For  myself !     Oh,  I  don't  want  anything. 

Helmer. 
Nonsense  !    Just  tell  me  something  sensible  you 
would  like  to  have. 

Nora. 

No,  really  I  don't  know  of  anything Well, 

listen,  Torvald 

Helmer. 
Well  ? 

Nora 
[Plai/ing  with  his  cont-bnltons,  without  looking  him 
in  the  face.^      If  you  really  want  to  give  me  some- 
hing,  you  might,  you  know — you  might ■ 

Helmer. 
Well.?     Out  with  it! 

Nora. 
\Q,uirMy.'\     You  might  give  me  money,  Torvald. 
Only  just  what  you  think  you  can  spare  ;  then  I  can 
buy  something  with  it  later  on. 

Helmer. 

But,  Nora 

Nora. 
(^h,  please  do,  dear  Torvald,  please  do  !  I  should 
hang    the   money    in    lovely   gilt   paper    on    the 
Christmas-tree.     Wouldn't  that  be  fun  .'' 

Helmer. 
What  do  they  call   the  birds  that  are  always 
making  the  money  fly  ? 
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NoHA. 

Yes,  I  know — spendthrifts,'  of  course.  But 
please  do  as  I  ask  you,  Torvald.  Then  I  shall 
have  time  to  think  what  I  want  most.  Isn't  that 
very  sensible,  now  ? 

Helmer. 

[Smiling.]  Certainly ;  that  is  to  say,  if  yon 
really  kept  the  money  I  gave  you,  and  really 
spent  it  on  something  for  yourself.  But  it  all 
goes  in  housekeeping,  and  for  all  manner  of  useless 
things,  and  then  1  have  to  pay  up  again. 

Nora. 

But,  Torvald 

Helmer. 

Can  you  deny  it,  Nora  dear  ?  [He  puis  his  arm 
round  her.]  It's  a  sweet  little  lark,  but  it  gets 
through  a  lot  of  money.  No  one  would  believe 
how  much  it  costs  a  man  to  keep  such  a  little 
bird  as  you. 

Nora. 

For  shame !  How  can  you  say  so .''  Why,  I  save 
as  much  as  ever  I  can. 

Helmer. 
[Laughing.']     Yevy  true — as  much  as  you  can — 
but  that's  precisely  nothing. 

Nora. 
[Hums  and   smiles  with  covert  glee.]     H'm  !     It 
you  only  knew,  Torvald,  what  expenses  we  larks 
and  squirrels  have. 

Helmer. 
You're  a  strange  little   being  !     Just  like  your 
father — always  on  the  look  out  for  all  the  money 
1  "  Spillefugl, "  literally  "  pl.iybird,"  means  a  gambler. 
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you  can  lay  ydur  hands  on  ;  but  the  moment  you 
have  it,  it  seems  to  slip  through  your  fingers ;  you 
never  know  what  becomes  of  it.  Well,  one  must 
take  you  as  you  are.  It's  in  the  blood.  Yes, 
Nora,  that  sort  of  thing  is  hereditary. 

Nora. 
I  wish  I  had  inherited  many  of  papa's  qualities. 

Helmer. 
And  I  don't  wish  you  anything  but    just  what 
you  are — my  own,  sweei,  little  song-bird.      But  I 
say — it  strikes  me  you  look  so — so — what  shall  I 
call  it .'' — so  suspicious  to-day 

Nora. 
Del? 

Helmer. 
You  do,  indeed.      Look  me  full  in  the  face. 

Nora. 
[^Lookifig  at  /«'/«.]     Well  ? 

Helmer. 

[Threatening    nith    his  finger.']      Hasn't  the  little 
sweet-tooth  been  playing  pranks  to-day .'' 

Nora. 
No  ;   how  can  you  think  such  a  thing  ! 

Helmer. 
Didn't  she  just  look  in  at  the  confectioner's.'' 

Nora. 
No,  Torvald  ;  really 

Helmer. 
Not  to  sip  a  little  jelly  .'' 
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Nora. 
No  ;  certainly  not. 

Helmer. 
Hasn't  she  even  nibbled  a  macaroon  or  two? 

XoRA. 

No,  Torvald,  indeed,  indeed  ! 

Helmer. 
Well,  well,  well ;  of  course  I'm  only  joking. 

Nora. 
[Goes  to  the  table  on  the  right. ^     I  shouldn't  think 
of  doing  what  you  disapprove  of 

Helmer. 
No,  I'm  sure  of  that  ;  and,  besides,  you've  given 

me  your  word [Going  towards  her.^     Well, 

keep  your  little  Christmas  secrets  to  yourself, 
Nora  darling.  The  Christmas-tree  will  bring 
them  all  to  light,  I  daresay. 

Nora. 
Have  you  remembered  to  invite  Doctor  Rank  ? 

Helmer. 
No.  But  it's  not  necessary ;  he'll  come  as  a 
matter  of  course.  Besides,  I  shall  ask  him  when 
he  looks  in  to-day.  I've  ordered  some  capital 
wine.  Nora,  you  can't  think  how  I  look  forward 
to  this  evening. 

Nora. 
And  I  too.     How  the  children  will  enjoy  them- 
selves, Torvald  ! 

Helmer. 
Ah,  it's  glorious  to  feel  that  one  has  an  assured 
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position  and  ample  means.     Isn't  it  delightful  to 
think  of  .> 

Nora. 
Oh,  it's  wonderful  ! 

Helmer. 
Do  you  remember  last  Christmas  }  For  three 
whole  weeks  beforehand  you  shut  yourself  up 
every  evening  till  long  past  midnight  to  make 
flowers  for  the  Christmas-tree,  and  all  sorts  of 
other  marvels  that  were  to  have  astonished  us.  I 
was  never  so  bored  in  my  life. 

Nora. 
I  didn't  bore  myself  at  all. 

Helmer. 
[Smilmg.^     But  it  came  to  little  enough  in  the 
end,  Nora. 

Nora. 
Oh,  are  you  going  to  tease  me  about  that  again  .'' 
How  could   I  help  the  cat  getting  in  and  pulling 
it  all  to  pieces  ? 

Helmer. 
To  be  sure  you   couldn't,  my  poor  little   Nora. 
You   did  your  best  to   give   us  all   pleasure,  and 
that's  the  main   point.     But,  all  the  same,  it's  a 
good  thing  the  hard  times  are  over. 

Nora. 
Oh,  isn't  it  wonderful  ? 

Helmer. 
Now  I  needn't  sit  here  boring  myself  all  alone  ; 
and  you  needn't   tire  your   blessed  eyes  and  your 
delicate  little  fingers 


/ 
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Nora. 

[Clapping  her  hafids.]      No,  I  needn't,   need  I, 

Torvald  ?     Oh,  how  wonderful   it  is  to  think  of  .^ 

[Tofces   /lis  arm.]      And    now   I'll    tell  you    how   I 

think  we  ought  to  manage,  Torvald.     As  soon  as 

Christmas  is  over [The  hall  door  bell  rings.] 

Oh   there's  a  ring  !    [Arranging  the  room.]     That's 
somebody  come  to  call.     How  tiresome  ! 

H  ELMER. 

I'm  "not  at  home  "  to  callers  ;  I'emember  that. 

Ellen. 
[In  the  doorway.]     A  lady  to  see  you,  ma'am. 

Nora. 
Show  her  in. 

Ellen. 
[To  Helmer.]     And  the  doctor  has  just  come, 
sir. 

Helmer. 
Has  he  gone  into  my  study .'' 

Ellen. 
Yes,  sir. 

[Helmer  goes  into  his  .studi/.  Ellen 
ushers  in  Mrs.  Linden,  in  travelling 
costume,  and  goes  out,  closing  the  door. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Embarrassed  and  he.\itating.]       How  do  yon  do, 
Nora  ? 

Nora. 
[Doubtfully]     How  do  you  do  ? 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
I  see  you  don't  recognise  me 

Nora. 
No,    1    don't    think — oh    yes  ! — I    believe- 


[Stiddenlij   h?-lghteni?ig.]     What,    Christina !     Is  it 
really  you  .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes  ;  reall}'  I  ! 

Nora. 
ChristiTia  !     And   to  think  I   didn't  know  you  ! 

But     how     could     I [More    sqft/i/.]        How 

changed  you  are,  Christina  ' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes,  no  doubt.     In  nine  or  ten  years 

Nora. 
Is  it  really  so  long  since  we  met  ?  Yes,  so  it  is. 
Oh,  the  last  eight  years  have  been  a  happy  time, 
I  can  tell  you.  And  now  you  have  come  to  town.^ 
All  that  long  journey  in  mid-winter  !  How  brave 
of  you  ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I  arrived  by  this  morning's  steamer, 

Nora. 
To^  have  a  merry  Christmas,  of  course.  Oh, 
how  delightful  !  Yes,  we  will  have  a  merry 
Christmas.  Do  take  your  things  off.  Aren't  you 
frozen?  [Helping  //er.]  There;  now  we'll  sit 
cosily  by  the  fire.  No.  you  take  the  arm-chair  ;  I 
shall  sit  in  this  rocking-chair.  [Seizes  her  liandsl] 
Yes,  now  I   can  see  the  dear  old  face  again.      It 

was  only  at  the  first  glance But    you're    a 

little  paler,  Christina — and  perhaps  a  little  thinner. 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
And  much,  much  older,  Nora. 

Nora. 
Yes,  perhaps  a  little  older — not  much — ever  so 
little.     \She  suddeiily  checks  herself;  seriouslijJ\     Oh, 
what   a   thoughtless   wretch    I    am !     Here    I   sit 

chattering  on,  and Dear,  dear  Christina,  can 

you  forgive  me  ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
What  do  you  mean,  Nora  ? 

Nora. 
[Sojtly.^     Poor  Christina  !     I  forgot  :  you  are  a 
widow. 

Mrs.  Linden. 

Yes ;  my  husband  died  three  years  ago. 

Nora. 
I  know,  I  know  ;  I  saw  it  in  the  papers.     Oh, 
believe  me,  Christina,  I  did  mean  to  write  to  you; 
but  I  kept  putting  it  off,  and  something  always 
came  in  the  way. 

Mrs,  Linden. 
I  can  quite  understand  that,  Nora  dear. 

Nora. 
No,  Christina  ;  it  was  horrid  of  me.     Oh,  you 
poor   darling !   how   much    you    must   have    gone 
through  ! — And  he  left  you  nothing  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Nothing. 

Nora. 
And  no  children  .'' 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
None. 

Nora. 
Nothing,  nothing  at  all  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Not  even  a  sorrow  or  a  longing  to  dwell  upon. 

Nora. 
[Looking  at  her  incredii/uux/i/.^   My  dear  Christina, 
how  is  that  possible  .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Smiling    sadly    and    stroking  her  hair.^      Oh,    it 
happens  so  sometimes,  Nora. 

Nora. 
So  utterly  alone  !     How  dreadful  that  must  be  ! 
I  have  three  of  the  loveliest  children.    I  can't  show 
them    to  you  just  now;    they're  out  with    their 
nurse.     But  now  you  must  tell  me  everything. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
No,  no  ;  I  want  you  to  tell  me 

Nora. 

No,  you  must  begin  ;  I  won't  be  ep;otistical 
to-day.  To-day  I'll  think  only  of  you.  Oh!  but  I 
must  tell  you  one  thing — perhaps  you've  heard 
of  our  great  stroke  of  fortune .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
No.     What  is  it  > 

Nora. 
Only     think  !     my    husband     has     been    made 
manairer  of  the  Joint  Stock  Bank. 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
Your  husband  !     Oh,  how  fortunate  ! 

Nora. 
Yes  ;  isn't  it  ?  A  lawyer's  position  is  so  un- 
certain, you  see,  especially  when  he  won't  touch 
any  business  that's  the  least  bit — shady,  as  of  course 
Torvald  never  would  ;  and  there  I  quite  agree 
with  him.  Oh  !  you  can  imagine  how  glad  we 
are.  He  is  to  enter  on  his  new  position  at  the 
New  Year,  and  then  he'll  have  a  large  salary,  and 
percentages.  In  future  we  shall  be  able  to  live 
quite  differently — just  as  we  please,  in  fact.  Oh, 
Christina,  I  feel  so  lighthearted  and  happy  !  It's 
delightful  to  have  lots  of  money,  and  no  need  to 
worry  about  things,  isn't  it .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes  ;  at  any  rate  it  must  be  delightful  to  have 
what  you  need. 

Nora. 
No,  not  only    what    you    need,    but    heaps    of 
money — heaps ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Smi/uig.]      Nora,     Nora,     haven't   you     learnt 
reason    yet  .''      In    our    schooldays   you    were    a 
shocking  little  spendthrift. 

Nora. 
\Quietly  smiling.^  Yes;  that's  what  Torvald 
says  I  am  still.  \Holding  up  her  forefinger^  But 
"Nora,  Nora"  is  not  so  silly  as  you  all  think. 
Oh  !  I  haven't  had  the  chance  to  be  much  of  a 
spendthrift.     We  have  both  had  to  work. 

VI 
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Mrs.  Linden. 

You  too  ? 

Nora. 

Yes,  light  fancy  work:  crochet,  and  embroidery, 
and  things  of  that  sort  ;  [Careleftsli/]  and  other 
work  too.  You  know,  of  course,  that  Torvald  left 
the  Government  service  when  we  were  married. 
He  had  little  chance  of  promotion,  and  of  course 
he  required  to  make  more  money.  But  in  the  first 
year  after  our  marriage  he  overworked  himself 
terribly.  He  had  to  undertake  all  sorts  of  extra 
work,  you  know,  and  to  slave  early  and  late.  He 
couldn't  stand  it,  and  fell  dangerously  ill.  Then 
the  doctors  declared  he  must  go  to  the  South. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
You  spent  a  whole  year  in  Italy,  didn't  you  } 

Nora. 
Yes,  we  did.  It  wasn't  easy  to  manage,  I  can 
tell  you.  It  was  just  after  Ivar's  birth.  But  of 
course  we  had  to  go.  Oh,  it  was  a  wonderful, 
delicious  journey  !  And  it  saved  Torvald's  life. 
But  it  cost  a  frightful  lot  of  money,  Christina. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
So  I  should  think. 

Nora. 
Twelve  hundred  dollars  !   Four  thousand  eight 
hundred  crowns  !  ^     Isn't  that  a  lot  of  money  } 

Mrs.  Linden. 
How  lucky  you  had  the  money  to  spend 

»  The  dollar  (^s.  6d.)  was  the  old  unit  of  currency  in  Norway. 
The  crown  was  substituted  for  it  shortly  before  the  date  of  this 
play. 
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Nora. 
We  got  it  from  father,  you  must  know. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Ah,  I    see.     He   died    just    about   that    time, 
didn't  he  ? 

Nora. 
Yes,  Christina,  just  then.  And  only  think  !  I 
couldn't  go  and  nurse  him  !  I  was  expecting  little 
Ivar's  birth  daily  ;  and  then  I  had  my  poor  sick 
Torvald  to  attend  to.  Dear,  kind  old  father  !  I 
never  saw  him  again,  Christina.  Oh  !  that's  the 
hardest  thing  I  have  had  to  bear  since  my 
marriage. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I  know  how  fond  you  were  of  him.      But  then 
you  went  to  Italy  .'' 

Nora. 
Yes ;    you  see,  we    had    the    money,   and    the 
doctors  said  we  must  lose  no  time.     We  started  a 
month  later. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
And  your  husband  came  back  completely  cured. 

Nora. 
Sound  as  a  bell. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
But — the  doctor  ? 

Nora. 
What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I  thought  as  I  came  in  your  servant  announced 
the  doctor 
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Nora. 
Oh,  yes  ;  Doctor  Rank.  But  he  doesn't  come 
professionally.  He  is  our  best  friend,  and  never 
lets  a  day  pass  without  looking  in.  No,  Torvald 
hasn't  had  an  hour's  illness  since  that  time.  And 
the  children  are  so  healthy  and  well,  and  so  am 
I.  [Ju?nps  up  and  claps  her  ha7ids.^  Oh,  Christina, 
Christina,  what  a  wonderful  thing  it  is  to  live  and 
to  be  happy  ! — Oh,  but  it's  really  too  horrid  of 
me  !  Here  am  I  talking  about  nothing  but  my 
own  concerns.  [Seats  hei'self  upon  a  footstool  close 
to  Christina,  and  lays  her  arms  on  her  frierid' s  lap.^ 
Oh,  don't  be  angry  with  me  !  Now  tell  me,  is  it 
really  true  that  you  didn't  love  your  husband .'' 
What  made  you  marry  him,  then  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
My  mother  was  still  alive,  you  see,  bedridden 
and  helpless  ;  and  then  I   had  my  two  younger 
brothers  to  think  of.      I  didn't  think  it  would  be 
right  for  me  to  refuse  him. 

Nora. 
Perhaps  it  wouldn't  have  been.     I  suppose  he 
was  rich  then  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Very  well  off,  I  believe.      But  his  business  was 
uncertain.     It  fell  to  pieces  at  his  death,  and  there 
was  nothing  left. 

Nora. 

And  then ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Then  I  had  to  fight  my  way  by  keeping  a  shop,  a 
little  school,  anytliing  I  could  turn  my  hand  to. 
The  last  three  years  have  been  one  long  struggle 
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for  me.  But  now  it  is  over,  Nora.  My  poor 
mother  no  longer  needs  me  ;  she  is  at  rest.  And 
the  boys  are  in  business,  and  can  look  after 
themselves. 

Nora. 

How  free  your  life  must  feel ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 

No,  Nora ;  only  inexpressibly  empty.  No  one 
to  live  for  !  [^Statids  up  reatlesslif.^  That's  why  I 
could  not  bear  to  stay  any  longer  in  that  out-of-the 
way  corner.  Here  it  must  be  easier  to  find  some- 
thing to  take  one  up — to  occupy  one's  thoughts. 
If  I  could  only  get  some  settled  employment — 
some  office  work. 

Nora. 

But,  Christina,  that's  such  drudgery,  and  you 
look  worn  out  already.  It  would  be  ever  so  much 
better  for  you  to  go  to  some  watering-place  and 
rest. 

Mrs.  Linden. 

[Going  to  the  ivindoiv.^  I  have  no  father  to  give 
me  the  money,  Nora. 

Nora. 

[Rising^^     Oh,  don't  be  vexed  with  me. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Gotug  to  her.^  My  dear  Nora,  don't  you  be  vexed 
with  me.  The  worst  of  a  position  like  mine  is 
that  it  makes  one  so  bitter.  You  have  no  one  to 
work  for,  yet  you  have  to  be  alwavs  on  the  strain. 
You  must  live  ;  and  so  you  become  selfish.  When 
I  heard  of  the  happy  change  in  your  fortunes — 
can  you  believe  it  ? — I  was  glad  for  my  own  sake 
more  than  for  yours. 
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Nora. 
How  do  yon   mean  .''     Ah,  I  see  !     You  think 
Torvald  can  perhaps  do  something  for  you. 
Mrs.  Linden. 

Yes ;  I  thought  so. 

Nora. 

And  so  he  shall,  Christina.  Just  you  leave  it  all 
to  me.  I  shall  lead  up  to  it  beautifully  ! — I  shall 
think  of  some  delightful  plan  to  put  him  in  a  good 
humour !     Oh,  I  should  so  love  to  help  you. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
How  good   of  you,   Nora,  to   stand   by  me   so 
warmly  !     Doubly  good  in  you,  who  know  so  little 
of  the  troubles  and  burdens  of  life. 

Nora. 
I?     I  know  so  little  of ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Smiling.^     Oh,  well — a  little  fancy-work,  and 
so  forth. — You're  a  child,  Nora. 

Nora. 
[Tosses  her  head  and  paces  the  7Vom.^     Oh,  come, 
you  mustn't  be  so  patronising  ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
No.? 

Nora. 
You're  like  the  rest.     You  all  think  I'm  fit  for 
nothing  really  serious 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Well,  well 
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XORA. 

You   think  I've  had  no  troubles  in  this  weary 
world. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
My   dear   Nora,  you've  just   told   me   all  your 
troubles. 

Nora. 

Pooh— those  trifles  !     [Softli/.]     I  haven't  told 
you  the  great  thing. 

Mrs.  Lindkv 

The  great  thing  t     What  do  you  mean  ? 

Nora. 
I  know  you  look  down  upon  me,  Christina  ;  but 
you  have  no  right  to.     You  are  proud  of  having 
worked  so  hard  and  so  long  for  your  mother. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I  am  sure  1  don't  look  down  upon  any  one  ;  but 
its  true  I  am  both  proud  and  glad  when  I  remember 
that  I  was  able  to  keej)  my  mother's  last  days  free 
from  care. 

Nora. 
And  you're   proud   to  think  of  what  you   have 
done  for  your  brothers,  too. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Have  I  not  the  right  to  be.'' 

Nora. 
Yes    indeed.       But     now     let     me     tell     you, 
Christina — I,  too,   have    something    to    be   proud 
and  glad  of. 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
I  don't  doubt  it.     But  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Nora. 
Hush  !       Not  so   loud.      Only  think,  if  Torvald 
were  to  hear  !      He  mustn't — not  for  worlds  !     No 
one  must  know  about  it,  Christina — no  one  but 
you. 

Mrs   Linden. 
Why,  what  can  it  l)e  .'' 

Nora. 
Come  over  here.      [Z)mw',y  her  doivn  beside  her  on 
the  sqfa.^      Yes,  Christina— I,  too,  have  something 
to  be  proud  and  glad  of.     I  saved  Torvald's  life. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Saved  his  life  .''     How  ? 

Nora. 
I    told   you  about  our  going  to   Italy.    Torvald 
would  have  died  but  for  that. 

Mrs    Linden. 
Well — and  your  father  gave  jou  the  money. 

Nora. 
[Smiling.^       Yes,    so     Torvald    and    every    one 

believes;  but 

Mrs.  Linden. 

But > 

Nora. 
Papa  didn't  give  us  one   penny.      It  was  /  that 
found  the  money. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
You  ?     All  that  money  .-* 


ACT   I.]  A  doll's  house.  25 

Nora. 
Twelve  hundred  dollars.      Four  thousand  eight 
hundred  crowns.     What  do  you  say  to  that  r 

Mrs.  Lixdex. 

My  dear   Nora,  how  did  you  manage   it  ?     Did 

you  win  it  in  the  lottery .'' 

Nora. 
[Coiitemptuoushj  ]     In  the  lottery  ?     Pooh  !     Any 
one  could  have  done  that ! 

Mrs.  Lixdex. 
Then  wherever  did  you  get  it  from  } 

Nora. 
\_Hums  and  smiles  jnijs(erioiis/j/.^  H'm  ;  tra-la-la-la 

Mrs.  Lixdex. 
Of  course  you  couldn't  borrow  it. 

Nora. 
No  ?     Why  not } 

Mrs.  Lixdex. 
Why,  a  wife  can't  borrow  without  her  husband's 
consent. 

Nora. 
[^Tossing   her   head.]     Oh  !    when  the  wife   has 
some    idea  of  business,  and    knows    how    to    set 

about  things 

Mrs.  Lixdex. 
But,  Nora,  I  don't  understand 

Nora. 
Well,  you  needn't.     I  never  said  1  borrowed  the 
money.      There  are  many  Mays  I  may  have  got  it. 
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[Throws  herself  back  on  I  he  sofa.]     I  may  have  got  it 
from  some  admirer.      When  one  is  so — attractive 

as  I  am 

Mrs.  Linden. 

You're  too  silly,  Nora. 

Nora. 
Now     I'm     sure    you're     dying    of     curiosity, 

Christina 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Listen  to  me,  Nora  dear:   haven't  you  been  a 
little  rash? 

Nora. 

[Sitting  upright  again.]     Is  it  rash  to  save  one's 
husband's  life .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 

I  think  it  was  rash  of  you,  without  his  know- 
ledge  

Nora. 

But  it  would  have  been  fatal  for  him  to  know  ! 
Can't  you  understand  that.''  He  wasn't  even  to 
suspect  how  ill  he  was.  The  doctors  came  to  me 
])rivately  and  told  me  his  life  was  in  danger — 
that  nothing  could  save  him  but  a  winter  in  the 
South.  Do  you  think  I  didn't  try  diplomacy  first  ? 
I  told  him  how  I  longed  to  have  atrip  abroad,  like 
other  young  wives ;  1  wept  and  prayed  ;  I  said  lie 
ought  to  think  of  my  condition,  and  not  to  thwart 
me  ;  and  then  I  hinted  that  he  could  borrow  the 
money.  But  then.  Christina,  he  got  almost  angry 
He  said  I  was  frivolous,  and  that  it  was  his  duty 
as  a  husband  not  to  yield  to  my  whims  and  fancies 
— so  he  called  them.  Very  well,  thought  I,  but 
saved  you  must  be  ;  and  then  I  found  the  way  to 
do  it. 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
And  did  your  husband  never  learn  from  your 
father  that  the  money  was  not  from  him  .'' 
Nora. 
No ;  never.      Papa  died  at  that  very  time.      I 
meant  to  have  told  him  all  about  it,  and  begged 
him    to    say    nothing.      But    he    was    so  ill — un- 
happily, it  wasn't  necessary. 

Mrs.  Linden. 

And  you  have  never  confessed  to  your  husband  .'* 
Nora. 

Good  heavens  !  What  can  you  be  thinking  of  } 
Tell  him,  when  he  has  such  a  loathing  of  debt  ! 
And  besides^how  painful  and  humiliating  it 
would  be  for  Torvald,  with  his  manly  self-respect, 
to  know  that  he  owed  anything  to  me  1  It  would 
utterly  upset  the  relation  between  us ;  our 
beautiful,  happy  home  would  never  again  be  what 
it  is. 

Mrs.  Linden. 

Will  you  never  tell  him  ? 
Nora. 

[Thoughtfully/,  half  smiling.']  Yes,  some  time 
perhaps — many,  many  years  hence,  when  I'm — 
not  so  pretty.  You  mustn't  Hugh  at  me  !  Of 
course  I  mean  when  Torvald  is  not  so  much  in 
"love  with  me  as  he  is  now  ;  when  it  doesn't  amuse 
him  any  longer  to  see  me  dancing  about,  and 
dressing  up  and  acting.  Then  it  might  be  well 
to  have  something  in  reserve.  [Breaking  off.] 
Nonsense  !  nonsense  !  That  time  will  never  come. 
Now,  what  do  you  say  to  my  grand  secret, 
Christina  ?      Am   I  fit    for   nothing   now }      You 
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may  believe  it  has  cost  me  a  lot  of  anxiety.  It  has 
been  no  joke  to  meet  my  engagements  punctually. 
You  must  know,  Christina,  that  in  business  there 
are  things  called  instalments,  and  quarterly 
interest,  that  are  terribly  hard  to  provide  for. 
So  I've  had  to  pinch  a  little  here  and  there, 
wherever  I  could.  I  couldn't  save  much  out  of 
the  housekeeping,  for  of  course  Torvald  had  to 
live  well.  And  I  couldn't  let  the  children  go 
about  badly  dressed  ;  all  I  got  for  them,  I  spent  on 
them,  the  blessed  darlings  ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 

Poor  Nora  !  So  it  had  to  come  out  of  your  own 
pocket-money. 

Nora. 

Yes,  of  couse.  After  all,  the  whole  thing  was 
my  doing.  When  Torvald  gave  me  money  for 
clothes,  and  so  on,  I  never  spent  more  than  half 
of  it ;  I  always  bought  the  simplest  and  cheapest 
things.  It's  a  mercy  that  everything  suits  me  so 
well  — Torvald  never  had  any  suspicions.  But  it 
was  often  very  hard,  Christina  dear.  For  it's  nice 
to  be  beautifully  dressed — now,  isn't  it  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 

Indeed  it  is. 

Nora. 

Well,  and  besides  that,  I  made  money  in  other 
ways.  Last  winter  I  was  so  lucky — I  got  a  heap 
of  copying  to  do.  I  shut  myself  up  everj-  evenino- 
and  wrote  far  into  the  night.  C>li,  sometimes  1 
was  so  tired,  so  tired.  And  yet  it  was  splendid  to 
work  in  that  way  and  earn  money.  I  almost  felt 
as  if  I  was  a  man. 
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Mrs.   Linden. 
Then  how  much  have  you  been  able  to  pay  off.^ 

Nora. 
Well,  I  can't  precisely  say.  It's  difficult  to  keep 
that  sort  of  business  clear.  I  only  know  that  I've 
paid  everything  I  could  scrape  together.  Some- 
times I  really  didn't  know  where  to  tui-n.  [.Sw?7e.y.] 
Then  1  used  to  sit  here  and  pretend  that  a  rich 
old  gentleman  was  in  love  with  me 

Mrs.  Linden. 
What !     What  gentleman  ? 

Nora. 

Oh,  nobody ! — that  he  was  dead  now,  and 
that  when  his  will  was  opened,  the\*e  stood  in 
large  letters  :  "  Pay  over  at  once  everything  of 
which  I  die  possessed  to  that  charming  person, 
Mrs.  Nora  Helmer." 

Mrs.  Linden. 
But,  my  dear  Nora — what  gentleman  do  you 
mean  ? 

Nora. 

Oh  dear,  can't  you  understand.''  There  wasn't 
any  old  gentleman  :  it  was  only  what  I  used  to 
dream  and  dream  when  I  was  at  my  wits'  end  for 
money.  But  it  doesn't  matter  now — the  tiresome 
old  creature  may  stay  where  he  is  for  me.  I  care 
nothing  for  him  or  his  will ;  for  now  my  troubles 
are  over.  [^Springing  up.]  Oh,  Christina,  how 
glorious  it  is  to  think  of !  F^-ee  from  all  anxiety  I 
Free,  quite  free.  To  be  able  to  play  and  romp 
about  with  the  children  ;  to  have  things  tasteful 
and  pretty  in  the  house,  exactly  as  Torvald  likes 
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it !  And  then  the  spring  will  soon  be  here,  with 
the  great  blue  sky.  Perhaps  then  we  shall  have 
a  little  holiday.  Perhaps  1  shall  see  the  sea 
again.  Oh,  what  a  wonderful  thing  it  is  to  live 
and  to  be  happy  !  \The  hall-door  bell  rings. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Rising.^     There's  a  ring.     Perhaps  I  had  better 

go- 

Nora. 

No  ;  do  stay.     No   one   will   come   here.      It's 
sure  to  be  some  one  for  Torvald. 

Ellen. 
\_In  the  doorway.^     If  you  please,  ma'am,  there's 
a  gentleman  to  speak  to  Mr.  Helmer. 

Nora. 
Who  is  the  gentleman  .'' 

Krogstad. 
[In  the  door7vcn/.]     It  is  I,  Mrs.  Helmer. 

[Mrs.  Linden  .starts  and  turns  away  to  the 
window. 

Nora. 
[Ones  a  .step  towards  him,  ana:ior(sly,  speaking  /o»'.] 
You  ?     What  is  it  (     What  do  you  want  with  my 
husband  } 

Krogstad. 
Bank  business — in  a  way.      I  hold  a  small  post 
in   the  Joint  Stock  Bank,  and  your  husband  is  to 
be  our  new  chief,  I  hear. 

Nora. 
Then  it  is ? 


^CT  i/l  A  doll's  house.  31 

Krogstad. 

Only  tiresome  business,  Mrs.  Helmer  ;  nothing 

more. 

Nora. 

Then  will  you  please  go  to  his  study. 

[Krogstad  goes.  She  boivs  indtflerent/i/ 
tvhile  she  closes  the  door  into  the  hall. 
Then  she  goes  to  the  stove  and  looks  to 
thejire. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
^ora — who  was  that  man  ? 

Nora.  >.. 

A  Mr.  Krogstad— a  lawyer. 

Mrs.   Linden. 
Then  it  was  really  he  ? 

Nora. 
Do  you  know  him  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I  used  to  know  him— many  years  ago.      He  was 
in  a  lawyer's  office  in  our  town. 

Nora. 
Yes,  so  he  was. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
How  he  has  changed  '. 

Nora. 
I  believe  his  marriage  was  unhappy.        s^ 

Mrs.   Linden. 
And  he  is  a  widower  now  ?  ^ 
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Nora. 
With  a  lot  of  children.      There  !     Now  it  will 
burn  up. 

[She  closes  the  stove,  and  pushes  the  rocking- 
chair  a  little  aside. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
His  business  is  not  of  the  most  creditable,  they 
say.? 

Nora. 
Isn't  it  ?     I  daresay  not.      I    don't  know.      But 
don't  let  us  think  of  business — it's  so  tiresome. 

Dr.  Rank  comes  oid  q/HELMER's  room. 

Rank. 

\Still  in  the  doorway.^  No,  no  ;  I'm  in  your  way. 
I  shall  go  and  have  a  chat  with  your  wife.  [Shuts 
the  door  and  .sees  Mrs.  Linden.]  Oh,  I  beg  your 
pardon.     I'm  in  the  way  here  too. 

Nora. 
No,  not  in  the  least.      [^Introduces  them.'\     Doctor 
Rank — Mrs.  Linden. 

Rank. 
Oh,  indeed;    I've  often  heard  Mrs.   Linden's 
name  ;  I  think   I    passed  you  on  the  iitairs  as   1 
came  up. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes ;  I  go  so  very  slowly.     Stairs  try  me  so 
much. 

Rank. 
Ah — you  are  not  very  strong  } 

Mrs.   Linden. 
Only  overworked. 
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Rank. 
Nothing  more?    Then  no  doubt  you've  come  to 
town  to  find  rest  in  a  round  of  dissipation  ? 

Mrs.   Linden. 
I  have  come  to  look  for  employment. 

Rank. 
Is  that  an  approved  remedy  for  overwork .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
One  must  live,  Doctor  Rank. 

Rank. 
Yes,  that  seems  to  be  the  general  opinion. 

Nora. 
Come,  Doctor  Rank — you  v.ant  to  live  yourself. 

Rank. 
To  be  sure  I  do.  However  wretched  I  may  be, 
I  want  to  drag  on  as  long  as  possible.  All  my 
patients,  too,  have  the  same  mania.  And  it's  the 
same  with  people  whose  complaint  is  moral. 
At  this  very  moment  Helmer  is  talking  to  just 
such  a  moral  incurable 

Mrs.   Linden. 
[Softly.]     Ah ! 

Nora. 
Whom  do  you  mean  ? 

Rank. 

Oh,  a  fellow  named  Krogstad,  a  man  you  know 
nothing  about — corrupt  to  the  very  core   of  his 
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character.     But  even  he  began  by  announcing,  as 
a  matter  of  vast  importance,  that  he  must  live. 

Nora. 
Indeed  .''  And  what  did  he  want  with  Torvald.'* 

Rank. 
I  haven't  an  idea ;  1  only  gathered  that  it  was 
some  bank  business. 

Nora. 
I     didn't    know     that     Krog — that     this     Mr. 
Krogstad  had  anything  to  do  with  the  Bank  ? 

Rank. 
Yes.  He  has  got  some  sort  of  place  there. 
[To  Mrs.  Linden  ]  I  don't  know  whether,  in  your 
part  of  the  country,  you  have  people  who  go 
grubbing  and  sniffing  around  in  search  of  moral 
rottenness — and  then,  when  they  have  found  a 
"case,"  don't  rest  till  they  have  got  their  man  into 
some  good  position,  where  they  can  keep  a  watch 
upon  him.  Men  with  a  clean  bill  of  health  they 
leave  out  in  the  cold. 

Mrs.   Linden. 

Well,  I  suppose  the — delicate  characters  require 
most  care. 

Rank. 

[Shrugs  his  shoulders.]     There  we  have  it  !    It's 
that  notion  that  makes  society  a  hospital. 

[Nora,  deep  in  her  own  thoughts,  breaks  into 
half-stifled  laughter  and  claps  her  hands. 

Rank. 

Why  do  you  laugh  at  that  ?  Have  you  any  idea 
what  "  society  "  is  .> 
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Nora. 

What  do  I  care  for  your  tiresome  society  ?  I 
was  laughing  at  something  else — something  ex- 
cessively amusing.  Tell  me.  Doctor  Rank,  are  all 
the  employees  at  the  Bank  dependent  on  Torvald 
now  ? 

Rank. 

Is  that  what  strikes  you  as  excessively  amusing? 

Nora. 
[Smiles  and  kums.^  Never  mind,  never  mind  ! 
[IValh  about  the  root)/.]  Yes,  it  is  funny  to  think 
that  we — that  Torvald  has  such  power  over  so 
many  people.  [Takes  the  bag  from  her  pocket.^ 
Doctor  Rank,  will  you  have  a  macaroon  ? 

Rank. 

What  1  —  macaroons  !  I  thought  they  were 
contraband  here. 

Nora. 
Yes  ;  but  Christina  brought  me  these. 

Mrs.  Linden. 

What !     I > 

Nora. 

Oh,  well  !  Don't  be  frightened.  You  couldn't 
possibly  know  that  Torvald  had  forbidden  them. 
The  fact  is,  he's  afraid  of  me  spoiling  my  teeth. 
But,  oh  bother,  just  for  once  ! — That's  for  you. 
Doctor  Rank  I  [Puts  a  macaroon  into  his  moiith.^ 
And  you  too,  Christina.  And  I'll  have  one  while 
we're  about  it — only  a  tiny  one,  or  at  most  two. 
[fVa/h  about  again.]  Oh  dear,  I  am  happy  !  There's 
only  one  thing  in  the  world  I  really  want. 
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Rank. 
Well  ;  what's  that  ? 

Nora. 
There's  something  I  should  so  like  to  say — in 
Torvald's  hearing. 

Rank. 
Then  why  don't  you  say  it  ? 

Nora. 
Because  I  daren't,  it's  so  ugly. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Ugly 

Rank. 
In  that  case  you'd  better  not.     But  to  us  you 

might What  is  it  you  would  so  like  to  say 

in  Helmer's  hearing  .'* 

Nora. 
I  should  so  love  to  say  "  Damn  it  all  I "  * 

Rank. 
Are  you  out  of  your  mind  .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Good  gracious,  Nora ! 

Rank. 

Say  it — there  he  is  ! 

Nora. 
[Hides  the  macaroons. '\     Hush — sh — sh 

H ELMER  co7nes  out  of  his  room,  hat  in  hand, 
with  his  overcoat  on  his  arjn. 

"  "  Dod  og   pine,"   literally  "death  and  torture";    but  by 
usage  a  comparatively  mild  oath. 
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Nora, 

[Going  to  hijn.^     Well,  Torvald   dear,  have  you 
got  rid  of  him  ? 

Helmer. 
Yes  ;  he  has  just  gone. 

Nora. 
Let  me  introduce  you — this  is  Christina,  who 
has  come  to  town 

Helmer. 
Christina  ?     Pardon  me,  I  don't  know 


Nora. 
Mrs.  Linden,  Torvald  dear — Christina  Linden. 

Helmer. 
[To  Mrs.  Linden.]      Indeed  I     A  school-friend 
of  my  wife's,  no  doubt  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes ;  we  knew  each  other  as  girls. 

Nora. 
And    only    think  i    she    has    taken    this    long 
journey  on  purpose  to  speak  to  you. 

Helmer. 
To  speak  to  me  ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Well,  not  quite 

Nora. 
You   see,  Christina  is    tremendously  clever  at 
office-work,  and  she's  so  anxious  to  work  under  a 
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first-rate  man  of  business  in  order  to  learn  still 
more — 

H  ELMER. 

[To  Mrs.  Linden.]     Very  sensible  indeed. 

Nora. 
And    when    she    heard    you    were    appointed 
manaofer^it    was    telegraphed,    you     know — she 

started  off  at  once,   and Torvald,  dear,  for 

my  sake,   you  must  do  something  for  Christina. 
Now  can't  you  .'' 

H  ELMER. 

It's  not  impossible.     1  presume  Mrs.  Linden  is 
a  widow  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes. 

H  ELMER. 

And  you  have  already  had  some  experience  of 
business  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
A  good  deal.  -«• 

H  ELMER. 

Well,  then,  it's  very  likely  I  may  be  able  to 
find  a  place  for  you. 

Nora. 
[Clapping  her  hands.]    There  now  !    There  now  I 

Helmer. 
You  have  come  at  a  fortunate  moment,  Mrs. 
Linden. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Oh,  how  can  I  thank  you .'' 


ACT    I.]                        A     doll's     house.  39 
H  ELMER. 

[Smiling.]     There  is  no  occasion.  [Puis  on  hia 

overcoat.]     But  for  the  present  you  must  excuse 


Rank. 
Wait  ;  I  am  going  with  you. 

[Fetches  his  fur   coat  from   the   hall    and 
warms  it  at  the  fire. 

Nora. 
Don't  be  long,  Torvald  dear. 

Helmer. 
Only  an  hour  ;  not  more. 

Nora. 
Are  you  going  too,  Christina  } 

Mrs.  Linden. 

[Putting  on  her  walking  things.]     Yes  ;  I  must  set 
about  looking  for  lodgings. 

Helmer. 
Then  perhaps  we  can  go  together .'' 

Nora. 
[Helping  her.]     What  a  pity  we  haven't  a  spare 
room  for  you  ;  but  it's  impossible 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I    shouldn't    think    of   troubling    you.      Good 
bye,    dear    Nora,    and    thank    you    for    all     youi 
kindness. 

Nora. 
Good-bye  for    the  present.      Of  course    you'll 
come  back  this  evening.     And  you,  too,  Doctor 
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Rank.  What  !  If  you're  well  enough  ?  Ol 
course  you'll  be  well  enough.  Only  wrap  up 
warmly.  \^fhcy  go  out,  talking,  into  the  hall.  Out- 
side on  the  stairs  are  heard  children's  voices.^  There 
they  are  !  There  they  are  !  [She  runs  to  the  outer 
door  and  opens  it.  The  nurse,  Anna,  enters  the  hall 
with  the  children.^  Come  in  !  Come  in  !  [Stoops 
dotvn  and  kisses  the  children.]  Oh,  my  sweet 
darlings  !  Do  you  see  them,  Christina  ?  Aren't 
they  lovely  ? 

Rank. 
Don't    let    us    stand    here     chattering    in    the 
draught. 

H  ELMER. 

Come,  Mrs.  Linden  ;  only  mothers    can  stand 
such  a  temperature. 

[Dr.  Rank,  Helmer,  and  Mrs.  Linden 
go  down  the  stairs ;  Anna  enters  the 
roo7n  with  the  children  ;  Nora  also, 
shutting  the  door. 

Nora. 
How  fresh  and  bright  you  look  !  And  what 
red  cheeks  you've  got  !  Like  apples  and  roses. 
[The  children  chatter  to  her  during  what  follows.! 
Have  you  had  great  fun  ?  That's  splendid  !  Oh^, 
really  !  You've  been  giving  Emmy  and  Bob  a 
ride  on  your  sledge  I— both  at  once,  only  think  ! 
Why,  you're  quite  a  man,  Ivar.  Oh,  give  her  to 
me  a  little,  Anna.  My  sweet  little  dolly  !  [Takes 
the  smallest  frorn  the  nurse  and  dances  7vith  her.'] 
Yes,  yes ;  mother  will  dance  with  Bob  too. 
What !  Did  you  have  a  game  of  snowballs } 
Oh,  I  wish  I'd  been  there.  No  ;  leave  them, 
Anna;    I'll  take  their  things  off.     Oh,    yes,    let 
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me  do  it ;  it's  such  fun.  Go  to  the  nursery ; 
you  look  frozen.  You'll  find  some  hot  coffee  on 
the  stove. 

[^I'koJNxmsE^goes  into  ike  room  on  the  left. 

Nora  takes  off"  the  children  s  things  and 

throws  them  down   anywhere,    while    the 

children  talk  all  together. 

Really  !    A  big  dog  ran  after  you  }    But  he  didn't 

bite  you  .^     No;  dogs  don't  bite  dear  little  dolly 

children.      Don't  peep  into   those  parcels,    Ivar. 

What  is  it  ?     Wouldn't  you  like  to  know  ?     Take 

care — it'll  bite  !     What  }     Shall  we  have  a  game  ? 

What  shall  we  play  at  .^     Hide-and-seek.^     Yes, 

let's  play  hide  and-seek.       Bob  shall    hide    first. 

Am  I  to .''     Yes,  let  me  hide  first. 

[She  and  the  children  play,  with  laughter 
and  shouting,  in  the  room  and  the 
adjacent  one  to  the  right.  At  last  Nora 
hides  tinder  the  table ;  the  children  come 
mshing  in,  look  for  her,  hut  cannot  find 
her,  hear  her  half  choked  laughter,  rush 
to  the  table,  lift  up  the  cover  and  see  her. 
Loud  shouts.  She  creeps  out,  as  though 
to  Jrightefi  them.  Fresh  shouts.  Mean- 
while there  has  been  a  knock  at  the  door 
leading  into  the  hall.  No  o)ie  has  heard 
it.  Now  the  door  is  half  opened  and 
Krogstad  appears.  He  waits  a  little  ; 
the  game  is  renewed. 

Krogstad. 
I  beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Hehner 

Nora. 
\JVith  a  suppressed  cry,  turns  round  and  half  Jumps 
vpTj     Ah  I     What  do  you  want  .'' 


Krogstad. 
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Krogstad. 
Excuse  me  ;    the  outer    door  was  ajar — some- 
body must  have  forgotten  to  shut  it 

Nora. 
[Standing  up.^      My  husband  is  not   at    home, 
Mr.  Krogstad. 

I  know  it. 

Nora. 
Then  what  do  you  want  here  } 

Krogstad. 
To  say  a  few  words  to  you. 

Nora. 
To  me.''  [To  the  children,  softly.'\  Go  in  to 
Anna.  What  ?  No,  the  strange  man  won't  hurt 
mamma.  When  he's  gone  we'll  go  on  playing. 
[She  leads  the  children  into  the  left-hand  room,  and 
shuts  the  door  behind  them.  Uneasy,  in  suspense.^ 
It  is  to  me  you  wish  to  speak  .'' 

Krogstad. 
Yes,  to  you. 

Nora. 
To-day.''     But  it's  not  the  first  yet 


Krogstad. 
No,  to-day  is  Christmas  Eve.     It  will  depend 
upon     yourself      whether     you     have    a    merry 
Christmas. 

Nora. 
What  do  you  want .''     I'm  not  ready  to-day 
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Krogstad. 
Never  mind  that  just  now.      I  have  come  about 
another  matter.     You  have  a  minute  to  spare  .'' 

Nora. 
Oh,  yes,  I  suppose  so  ;  although 

Krogstad. 
Good.     I  was  sittmg  in  the  restaurant  opposite, 
and  I  saw  your  husband  go  down  the  street 

Nora. 
Well  ? 

Krogstad. 

with  a  lady 

Nora. 
What  then  ? 

Krogstad. 
May  I  ask  if  the  lady  was  a  Mrs.  Linden  ? 

Nora. 
Yes. 

Krogstad. 

Who  has  jujt  come  to  town  .-* 

Nora. 
Yes.     To-day. 

Krogstad. 
I  believe  she  is  an  intimate  friend  of  yours 

Nora. 
Certainly.     But  I  don't  understand 

Krogstad. 
I  used  to  know  her  too. 
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Nora. 
I  know  you  did. 

Krogstad. 
Ah  !     You  know   all   about   it.      1    thought  as 
much.     Now,  frankly,  is  Mrs.   Linden  to  have  a 
place  in  the  Bank  ? 

Nora. 
How  dare  you  catechise  me  in  this  way,  Mr. 
Krogstad — you,  a  subordinate  of  my  husband's  ? 
But  since  you  ask,  you  shall  know.  Yes,  Mrs. 
Linden  is  to  be  employed.  And  it  is  1  who 
recommended  her,  Mr.  Krogstad.  Now  you 
know. 

Krogstad. 
Then  my  guess  was  right. 

Nora. 
[JVal/iiiig  up  and  down.^    You  see  one  has  a  wee 
bit    of   influence,    after    all.       It    doesn't    follow 

because  one's  only  a  woman When  people 

are  in  a  subordinate  position,  Mr.  Krogstad,  they 
ought  really  to  be  careful  how  they  offend  any- 
body who — h'm 

Krogstad. 
who  has  influence  ? 


Nora. 
Exactly  . 

KhO(JSTAI). 

['fa/diig  anolher  /o«(?.]  Mrs.  Helmer,  will  you 
have  the  kindness  to  emplov  your  influence  on  my 
behalf? 
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XoRA. 

What  ?     How  do  you  mean  ? 

Krogstad. 
Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  see  that  I  retain  my 
subordinate  position  in  the  Bank  ? 

Nora. 
What   do   you  mean  f    Who   wants  to  take  it 
from  you  ? 

Krogstad. 
Oh,  you  needn't  pretend  ignorance.  I  can  very 
well  understand  that  it  cannot  be  pleasant  for 
your  friend  to  meet  me  ;  and  I  can  also  under- 
stand now  for  whose  sake  I  am  to  be  hounded 
out. 

Nora. 
But  I  assure  you 

Krogstad. 
Come   come  now,  once  for   all  :  there  is   time 
yet,  and   I   advise  you   to   use  your  influence  to 
prevent  it. 

Nora. 
But,    Mr.    Krogstad,    I    have    no    influence — 
absolutely  none. 

Krogstad. 
None  ?     I  thought  you  said  a  moment  ago 

Xora. 
Of  course  not  in  that  sense.     I  !     How  can  you 
imagine  that   1  should   have  any  such  influence 
over  my  husband .'' 
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Krogstad. 
Oh,    I   know   your  husband   from    our    college 
days.    1  don't  think  he  is  anymore  inflexible  than 
other  husbands. 

Nora. 

If  you   talk  disrespectfully  of  my  husband,  I 
must  request  you  to  leave  the  house. 

Krogstad. 
You  are  bold,  madam. 

Nora. 
I  am  afraid  of  you   no  longer.      When  New 
Year's   Day  is  over,  I   shall   soon  be   out  of  the 
whole  business. 

Krogstad. 
[^Controlling     hhnself.^       Listen     to     me,     Mrs. 
Helmer.      If  need   be,   I   shall   fight    as    though 
for  my  life  to  keep  my  little  place  in  the  Bank. 

Nora. 
Yes,  so  it  seems. 

Krogstad. 
It's  not  only  for  the  salary :  that  is  what  I  care 

least  about.     It's  something  else Well,  I  Ivad 

better  make  a  clean  breast  of  it.  Of  course  you 
know,  like  every  one  else,  that  some  years  ago  I 
— got  into  trouble. 

Nora. 
I  think  I've  heard  something  of  the  sort. 

Krogstad. 
The  matter  never  came  into  court;    but  from 
that  moment  all  paths  were  barred  to  me.     Then 
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I  took  up  the  business  you  know  about.  I  had  to 
turn  my  hand  to  something ;  and  I  don't  think 
I've  been  one  of  the  worst.  But  now  I  must  get 
clear  of  it  all.  My  sons  are  growing  up  ;  for  their 
sake  I  must  try  to  recover  my  character  as  well  as 
I  can.  This  place  in  the  Bank  was  the  first  step ;  ., 
and  now  your  husband  wants  to  kick  me  off  the 
ladder,  back  into  the  mire. 

Nora. 
But  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Krogstad,  I  haven't  the 
least  power  to  help  you. 

Krogstad. 
That  is  because  you  have  not  the  will ;  but  I  can 
compel  you. 

Nora. 

You   won't   tell  my  husoand  that   I   owe  you 
money  ? 

Krogstad. 
H'm ;  suppose  I  were  to  .'' 

Nora. 
It  would  be  shameful  of  you.  [fVith  tears  inker 
voice.^  The  secret  that  is  my  joy  and  my  pride — 
that  he  should  learn  it  in  such  an  ugly,  coarse  way 
— and  from  you.  It  would  involve  me  in  all  sorts 
of  unpleasantness 

Krogstad. 
Only  unpleasantness 

Nora. 
[Hot„y.]    But  just  do  it.    It's  you  that  will  come 
off  worst,  for  then  my  husband  will  see  what  a  bad 
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man  you  are,  and   then  you   certainly  won't  keep 
your  place. 

Kkogstau. 
I    asked    whether    it    was    only    domestic    un- 
pleasantness you  feared  r 

Nora. 
If  my  husband  gets  to   know  about  it,  he   will 
of  course  pay  vou  off  at  once,  and   then  we  shall 
have  nothing  more  to  do  with  you. 

Krogstad. 
[Commg  a  pace  nearer.^     Listen,   Mrs.   Helmer  : 
either  your  memory   is  defective,  or   you    don't 
know  much   about   business.      I   must  make  the 
position  a  little  clearer  to  you. 

Nora. 
How  so  .'' 

Krogstad. 
When  your  husband  was  ill,  you  came  to  me  to 
borrow  twelve  hundred  dollars. 

Nora. 
I  knew  of  nobody  else. 

Krogstad. 
I  promised  to  find  you  the  money 


Nora. 
And  you  did  find  it. 

Krogstad. 
I  promised  to  find  you  the  money,  on  certain 
conditions.     You  were  so  nuich  taken  up  at  the 
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time  about  your  hu>band's  illness,  and  so  eager 
to  have  the  wherewithal  for  your  journey,  that 
you  probably  did  not  give  much  thought  to  the 
details.  Allow  me  to  remind  you  of  them.  I 
promised  to  find  you  the  amount  in  exchange  for 
a  note  of  hand,  which  I  drew  up. 

Nora. 
Yes^  and  I  signed  it. 

Krogstad. 
Quite  right.       But  then   I  added  a  few  lines, 
making  your  father  security  for  the  debt.     Your 
father  was  to  sign  this. 

Nora. 
Was  to .''     He  did  sign  it ! 

Krogstad. 
I  had  left  the  date  blank.     That  is  to  say,  your 
father  was  himself  to  date  his  signature.     Do  you 
recollect  that .'' 

Nora. 
Yes,  I  believe 

Krogstad. 
Then  I  gave  you   the  paper  to  send  to  your 
father,  by  post.     Is  not  that  so  } 

Nora. 
Yes. 

Krogstad. 
And  of  course  you  did  so  at  once ;  for  within 
five    or    six    days    you    brought    me     back    the 

¥1 
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document   with    your  father's  signature ;   and  I 
handed  you  the  money. 

Nora. 
Well  ?       Have    I    not     made     my    payments 
punctually .'' 

Krogstad. 
Fairly — yes.     But  to  return  to  the  point :  You 
were  in  great  trouble  at  the  time,  Mrs.  Helmer. 

Nora. 
I  was  indeed  ! 

Krogstad. 
Your  father  was  very  ill,  I  believe  ? 

Nora. 
He  was  on  his  death-bed. 

Krogstad 
And  died  soon  after  ? 

Nora. 
Yes. 

Krogstad, 
Tell    me,    Mrs.    Helmer :     do   you    happen    to 
recollect  the  day  of  his  death  .''     The  day  of  the 
month,  I  mean .'' 

Nora. 
Father  died  on  the  29th  of  September. 

Krogstad. 
Quite  correct.      I  have  made  inquiries.     And 
here  comes  in  the  remark.-ible  point — [Produces  a 
paper]  which  I  cannot  exj)lain. 


:t   I.]  A   doll's   house.  51 

Nora. 
What  remarkable  point  ?     I  don't  know 


Krogstad. 
The  remarkable  point,  madam,  that  your  father 
signed  this  paper  three  days  after  his  death  ! 

Nora. 
What !     I  don't  understand 


Krogstad. 
Your  father  died  on  the  29th  of  September. 
But  look  here :  he  has  dated  his  signature 
October  2nd !  Is  not  that  remarkable,  Mrs. 
Helmer  ?  [Nora  is  silent '^  Can  you  explain  it  .^ 
[Nora  continues  silent.^  It  is  noteworthy,  too,  that 
the  words  "  October  2nd  "  and  the  year  are  not 
in  your  father's  handwriting,  but  in  one  which  I 
believe  I  know.  Well,  this  may  be  explained  ; 
your  father  may  have  forgotten  to  date  his  signa- 
ture, and  somebody  may  have  added  the  date  at 
random,  before  the  fact  of  your  father's  death 
was  known.  There  is  nothing  wrong  in  that. 
Everv'thing  depends  on  the  signature.  Of  course 
it  is  genuine,  Mrs.  Helmer  ?  It  was  really  your 
father  himself  who  wrote  his  name  here  .'' 

Nora. 
[After  a  shod  silence,   thron's  her  head  back  and 
looks  defiantly  at  hirn.^      No,  it  was  not.      /  wrote 
father's  name. 

Krogstad. 
Ah  ! — Are   you  aware,   madam,   that  that  is   a 
dangerous  admission  ? 
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Nora. 
How  so  ?     You  will  soon  get  your  money. 

Krogstad. 
May  I  ask  you  one  more  question  ?     Why  did 
you  not  send  the  paper  to  your  father 

Nora. 
It  was  impossible.  Father  was  ill.  If  I  had 
asked  him  for  his  signature,  I  should  have  had  to 
tell  him  why  I  wanted  the  money  ;  but  he  was  so 
ill  I  really  could  not  tell  him  that  my  husband's 
life  was  in  danger.     It  was  impossible. 

Krogstad. 
Then  it  would  have  been  better  to  have  given 
up  your  tour. 

Nora. 

No,    I    couldn't    do  that ;    my    husband's    life 
depended  on  that  journey.     I  couldn't  give  it  up. 

K  rogstaD. 
And  did  it  never  occur  to  you  that  you  were 
playing  me  false  .-* 

Nora. 
That  was  nothing  to  me.     I  didn't  care  in  the 
least  about  you.      I  couldn't  endure  you   for  all 
the    cruel    difficulties    you    made,    although    you 
knew  how  ill  my  husband  was. 

Krogstad. 
Mrs.  Helnier,  you  evidently  do  not  realise  what 
you  have  been  guilty  of.     But  I  can  assure  you  it 
jL        was  nothing  more  and  nothing  worse  that  made 
me  an  outcast  from  societv. 
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Nora. 
You  !     You  want  me  to  believe  that  you  did  a 
brave  thing  to  save  your  wife's  life  ? 

Krogstad. 
The  law  takes  no  account  of  motives. 

Nora. 
Then  it  must  be  a  very  bad  law. 

Krogstad. 
Bad  or  not,  if  I  produce  this  document  in  courts 
you  will  be  condemned  according  to  law. 

Nora. 
I  don't  believe  that.  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me 
that  a  daughter  has  no  right  to  spare  her  dying 
father  trouble  and  anxiety .''—  that  a  wife  has  no 
right  to  save  her  husband's  life  ?  I  don't  know 
much  about  the  law,  but  I'm  sure  you'll  find, 
somewhere  or  another,  that  that  is  allowed.  And 
you  don't  know  that — you,  a  lawyer  !  You  must 
be  a  bad  one,  Mr.  Krogstad. 

Krogstad. 
Possibly.  But  business — such  business  as  ours 
— I  do  understand.  You  believe  that .''  Very 
well ;  now  do  as  you  please.  But  this  I  may  tell 
you,  that  if  I  am  flung  into  the  gutter  a  second 
time,  you  shall  keep  me  company. 

\Bows  and  goes  out  through  hall. 

Nora. 
\Stands  a  while  thinking,  then  tosses  her  head.^    Oh 
nonsense  !     He  wants  to  frighten  me.      I'm   not 
so   foolish  as   that.     \_Begins  folding  the  children's 
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clothes.     Pauses.'\     But ?    No,  it's  impossible  ! 

Why,  I  did  it  for  love  ! 

Children. 
[At  the  door,  left.]      Mamma,  the  strange  man 
has  gone  now. 

Nora. 
Yes,  yes,  I  know.    But  don't  tell  any  one  about 
the  strange  man.    Do  you  hear .''    Not  even  papa  ! 

Children. 
No,  mamma ;    and  now  will  you  play  with  us 
again  ? 

Nora. 
No,  no ;  not  now. 

Children. 
Oh,  do,  mamma  ;  you  know  you  promised. 

Nora. 

Yes,  but  I  can't  just  now.  Run  to  the  nursery ; 
I  have  so  much  to  do.  Run  along,  run  along,  and 
be  good,  my  darlings  I  [«S'Ae  pushes  them  gently  into 
the  inner  room,  and  closes  the  door  behind  them.  Sits 
on  the  sofa,  embroiders  a  few  stitches,  bnt  soon  pauses.] 
No  !  [Throws  down  the  work,  rises,  goes  to  the  hall 
door  and  calls  out.]  Ellen,  bring  in  the  Christmas- 
tree  !  [Goes  to  table,  left,  and  opens  the  dratver  ; 
again  pauses.]     No,  it's  quite  impossible  ! 

Ellen. 

[With  Christmas-tree.]  Where  shall  I  stand  it, 
ma'am  ? 

Nora. 
There,  in  the  middle  of  the  room. 
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Ellen. 
Shall  I  bring  in  anything  else  .'' 

Nora. 
No^  thank  you,  I  have  all  I  want. 

[Ellen,  having  put  down  the  tree,  goes  out. 

Nora. 
[Busi/  dressing  the  tree.]    There  must  be  a  candle  /" 

here — and    flowers    there. — That    horrible    man  I       "^ 
Nonsense,  nonsense  !   there's  nothing  to  be  afraid 
of.     The   Christmas-tree  shall  be  beautiful.     I'll 
do   everything  to  please  you,  Torvald  ;  I'll  sing 
and  dance,  and 

Enter  Helmer  by  the  hall  door,  with  a 
bundle  of  docuinents. 

Nora. 
Oh       You're  back  already  .'' 

Helmer. 
Yes.     Has  anybody  been  here. 

Nora. 
Here  ?     No. 

Helmer. 
That's  odd.      I  saw  Krogstad  come  out  of  the 
house. 

Nora. 

Did  you  ?     Oh,  yes,  by-the-bye,  he  was  here  for 
a  minute. 

Helmer. 

Nora,  I  can  see  by  your  manner  that  he  has 
been  begging  you  to  put  in  a  good  word  for  him. 
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Nora. 

Yes. 

Helmer. 
And  you  were  to  do  it  as  if  of  your  own  accord  ? 
You  were  to  say  nothing  to  me  of  his  having  been 
here.     Didn't  he  suggest  that  too  ? 

Nora. 
Yes,  Torvald  ;  but 

Helmer. 

Nora,  Nora  !  And  you  could  condescend  to 
that !  To  speak  to  such  a  man,  to  make  him  a 
promise  I  And  then  to  tell  me  an  untruth  about 
it! 

Nora. 

An  untruth  ! 

Helmer. 

Didn't  you  say  that  nobody  had  been  here  ? 
[Threatens  with  hix  finger.]  My  little  bird  must 
never  do  that  again  !  A  song-bird  must  sing 
clear  and  true  ;  no  false  notes.  \ Puts  his  ann  round 
her.]  That's  so,  isn't  it  ?  Yes,  1  was  sure  of  it. 
\^Lets  her  go.]  And  now  we'll  say  no  more  about 
it.  \Sits  down  before  the  fire.]  Oh,  how  cosy  and 
quiet  it  is  here  !  [Glances  into  his  documents. 

Nora. 
[Busynith  the  tree,  after  a  short  silence.]  Torvald! 

Helmer. 
Yes. 

Nora. 
I'm  looking  forward  so  much  to  the  Stenborgs' 
fancy  ball  the  day  after  to  morrow. 
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H  ELMER. 

And  I'm  on  tenterhooks  to  see  what  surprise 
you  have  in  store  for  me. 

Nora. 
Oh,  it's  too  tiresome  ! 

H  ELMER. 

What  is  } 

Nora. 
I  can't   think  of  anything   good.     Everything 
seems  so  foolish  and  meaningless. 

H  ELMER. 

Has  little  Nora  made  that  discovery  ? 

Nora. 
[Behind  his  chair,  with  her  arms  on  the  hack.^  Are 
you  very  busy,  Torvald  ? 

Helmer. 

Well 

Nora. 
What  papers  are  those  ? 

Helmer. 
Bank  business. 

Nora. 
Already  ! 

Helmer. 
I  have  got  the  retiring  manager  to  let  me  make 
some  necessary  changes  in  the  staff  and  the 
organization.  I  can  do  this  during  Christmas 
week.  1  want  to  have  everything  straight  by  the 
New  Year. 
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Nora. 
Then  that's  why  that  poor  Krogstad— — 


H  ELMER. 


H'm. 


Nora. 
[Still  leaning  over  the  chair-back  and  slowly  strok- 
ing his  hair.^      If" you  hadn't  been  so  very  busy, 
I   should  have  asked  you  a  great,  great  favour, 
Torvald. 

Helmer. 
What  can  it  be  ?     Out  with  it. 

Nora. 
Nobody  has  such  perfect  taste  as  you  ;  and  I 
should  so  love  to  look  well  at  the  fancy  ball. 
Torvald,  dear,  couldn't  you  take  me  in  hand,  and 
settle  what  I'm  to  be,  and  arrange  my  costume 
for  me  .'' 

H  ELMER. 

Aha  !  So  my  wilful  little  woman  is  at  a  loss, 
and  making  signals  of  distress. 

Nora. 
Yes,  please,  Torvald.      I  can't  get  on  without 
your  help. 

H  ELMER. 

Well,  well,  I'll  think  it  over,  and  we'll  soon  hit 
upon  something. 

Nora. 

Oh,  how  good  that  is  of  you  !  [Goes  to  the  tree 
again;  patise.^  How  well  the  re  i  flowers  show. 
— Tell  me,  was  it  anything  so  very  dreadful  this 
Krogstad  got  into  trouble  about .'' 
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Helmer. 
Forgery,  that's  all.     Don't  you  know  what  that 
means .'' 

Nora. 
Mayn't  he  have  been  driven  to  it  by  need  } 

Helmer. 
Yes  ;  or,  like  so  many  others,    he   may  have 
done  it  in  pure  heedlessness.      I  am  not  so   hard- 
hearted as  to  condemn    a  man  absolutely  for  a 
single  fault. 

Nora. 
No,  surely  not,  Torvald  ! 

Helmer. 
Many  a  man   can  retrieve  his  character,  if  he 
owns  his  crime  and  takes  the  punishment. 

Nora. 
Punishment .'' 

Helmer. 
But  Krogstad  didn't  do  that.     He  evaded  the 
law  by  means  of  tricks  and  subterfuges  ;  and  that  ^ 
is  what  has  morally  ruined  him. 

Nora. 
Do  you  think  that .'' 

Helmer. 
Just  think  how  a  man  with  a  thing  of  that  sort    ^ 
on  his  conscience  must  be  always  lying  and  cant- 
ing and  shamming.     Think  of  the  mask  he  muSt 
wear  even  towards  those  who  stand  nearest  him 
— towards  his  own  wife  and  children.     The  effect 
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on  the  children — that's  the  most  terrible  part  of 
it,  Nora. 

Nora. 
Why  ? 

H  ELMER. 

Because  in  such  an  atmosphere  of  lies  home 
life  is  poisoned  and  contaminated  in  every  fibre. 
Every  breath  the  children  draw  contains  some 
germ  of  evil. 

Nora. 

[Closer  behind  AeV«.]     Are  you  sure  of  that .'' 

H  ELMER. 

As  a  lawyer,  my  dear,  I  have  seen  it  often 
enough.  Nearly  all  cases  of  early  corrujitionjnay 
be  traced  to  lyirig  mothers. 

Nora. 
Why — mothers  ? 

Helmer. 
It  generally  comes  from  the  mother's  side  ;  but 
of  course  the  father's  influence  may  act  in  the 
same  way.  PLvery  lawyer  knows  it  too  well.  And 
here  has  this  Krogstad  been  poisoning  his  own 
children  for  years  past  by  a  life  of  lies  and 
hypocrisy — that  is  why  I  call  him  morally  ruined. 
[flohls  out  both  hands  to  her.]  So  my  sweet  little 
Nora  must  promise  not  to  plead  his  cause.  Shake 
hands  upon  it.  Come,  come,  what's  this  }  Give 
me  your  hand.  That's  right.  Then  it's  a  bargain. 
I  assure  y<>Li  it  would  have  been  impossible  for 
me  to  work  with  him.  It  gives  me  a  positive 
sense  of  physical  discomfort  to  come  in  contact 
with  such  people. 

[Nora  draws  her  hand  away,  and  moves  to 
the  other  side  of  the  Christmas-tree. 
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Nora. 
How  warm  it  is  here.     And  I   have  so  much 
to  do. 

Helmer. 
[Rises  and  gathers  up  his  papers.]  Yes,  and  I 
must  try  to  get  some  of  these  papers  looked 
through  before  dinner.  And  I  shall  think  over 
your  costume  too.  Perhaps  I  may  even  find  some- 
thing to  hang  in  gilt  paper  on  the  Christmas-tree. 
[Lai/s  his  hand  on  her  head.]  My  precious  little 
song-bird  ! 

[He  goes  into  his  room  and  shuts  the  door. 

Nora. 
[Softly,  after  a  pause.]     It  can't  be.      It's  im- 
possible.    It  must  be  impossible  ! 

Anna. 
[At  the  dooi,  left.]     The  little  ones  are  begging 
so  prettily  to  come  to  mamma. 

Nora. 
No,  no,  no  ;  don't  let  them  come  to  me  I  Keep 
them  with  you,  Anna. 

Anna. 

Very  well,  ma'am.  [Shuts  the  dooi 

Nora. 
[Pale   with    terror.]      Corrupt    my   children ! — 
Poison  my  home  !      [Short  pause.     She  throws  back 
her  head.]     It's  not  true  !     It  can  never,  never  be 
true  .' 


ACT  SECOND 

The  same  room.  In  the  corner,  beside  the  piano, 
stands  the  Christinas-tree,  stripped,  and  with  the 
candles  burnt  out.  Nora's  outdoor  things  lie  on 
the  sofa. 

Nora,  alone,  is  walking  about  restlessly.  At  last  she 
stops  by  the  sofa,  and  takes  up  her  cloak. 

Nora. 
[^Dropping      the     cloak.^       There's      somebody 
coming!  [Goes  to  the  hall  door  and  listens.^   Nobody; 
of  course   nobody    will   come    to-day,   Christmas- 
day;     nor    to-morrow    either.     But    perhaps 

[Opens  the  door  and  looks  oid.] — No,  nothing  in  the 
letterbox;  quite  empty.  [Cojnes  fortvard.]  Stuff 
and  nonsense  !  Of  course  he  won't  really  do 
anything.  Such  a  thing  couldn't  hajipen.  It's 
impossible  !     Why,  I  have  three  little  children. 

Anna  enters  from  the  left,  with  a  large 
cardboard  bojc. 

Anna. 
I've  found  the  box  with  the  fancy  dress  at  last 

Nora. 
Thanks  ;   put  it  down  on  the  table. 
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Anna. 
[Does  *o.]     But  I'm  afraid   it's  very  much  out 
of  order. 

Nora. 

Oh,    I    wish    I   could   tear    it  into  a    hundred 
thousand  pieces  I 

Anna. 
Oh,  no.     It  can  easily  be  put  to  rights — just  a 
little  patience. 

Nora. 
I  shall  go  and  get  Mrs.  Linden  to  help  me. 

Anna. 
Going   out  again  ?     In   such  weather  as  this  I 
You'll  catch  cold,  ma'am,  and  be  ill. 

Nora. 
Worse    things   might   happen. — What  are   the 
children  doing .'' 

Anna. 
They're  plaj-ing  with  their  Christmas  presents, 
poor  little  dears  ;  but 

Nora. 
Do  they  often  ask  for  me  .'' 

Anna. 

You  see  they've  been  so  used  to  having  their 
mamma  with  them. 

Nora. 
Yes  ;   but,  Anna,  I   can't  have  them  so  much 
with  me  in  future. 

Anna. 
Well,  little  children  get  used  to  anything. 
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Nora. 
Do  you  think  they  do  ?     Do  you  believe  they 
would   forget   their   mother   if  she    went   quite 
away  ? 

Anna. 
Gracious  me  !     Quite  away  ? 

Nora. 
Tell  me,  Anna — I've  so  often  wondered  about 
it — how   could  you  bring  yourself  to  give  your 
child  up  to  strangers  .'' 

Anna. 
I  had  to  when  I  came  to  nurse  my  little  Miss 
Nora. 

Nora. 
But  how  could  you  make  up  your  mind  to  it  ? 

Anna. 
When  I  had  the  chance  of  such  a  good  place .'' 
A  poor  girl  who's  been  in  trouble  must  take  what 
comes.     That  wicked  man  did  nothing  for  me. 

Nora. 
But  your  daughter  must  have  forgotten  you. 

Anna. 
Oh,  no,  ma'am,  that  she  hasn't.     She  wrote  to 
me  both  when  she  was  confirmed  and  when  she 
was  married. 

Nora. 
[Embracing  Aer.]     Dear  old  Anna — you  were  a 
good  mother  to  me  when  I  was  little. 
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Anna. 
My  poor  little  Nora  had  no  mother  but  me. 

Nora. 
And  if  my  little  ones  had  nobody  else,  I'm  sure 

you   would Nonsense,    nonsense !       [Opens 

the  box.^    Go  in  to  the  children.     Now  I  must 

You'll  see  how  lovely  I  shall  be  to-morrow. 

Anna. 
I'm  sure  there  will  be  no  one  at  the  ball  so 
lovely  as  my  Miss  Nora. 

[She  goes  into  the  room  on  the  left. 

Nora. 
[Takes  the  costume  out  of  the  box,  but  soon  throws 
it  down  again.^  Oh,  if  I  dared  go  out.  If  only 
nobody  would  come.  If  only  nothing  would 
happen  here  in  the  meantime.  Rubbish  ;  nobody 
is  coming.  Only  not  to  think.  What  a  delicious 
muff!  Beautiful  gloves,  beautiful  gloves!  To 
forget — to  forget !  One,  two,  three,  four,  five, 
six [With  a  scream.]     Ah,  there  they  come. 

[Goes  towards  the  door,  then  stands  irresolute. 

Mrs.  Linden  enters  from  the  hall,  where 
she  has  taken  off  her  things. 

Nora. 
Oh,  it's  you,  Christina.      There's  nobody  else 
there  ?     I'm  so  glad  you  have  come. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I  hear  you  called  at  my  lodgings. 

Nora. 
Yes,  I  was  just  passing.    There's  something  you 
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must  help  me  with.  Let  us  sit  here  on  the  sofa 
— so.  To-morrow  evening  there's  to  be  a  fancy 
ball  at  Consul  Stenborg's  overhead,  and  Torvald 
wants  me  to  appear  as  a  Neapolitan  fisher-girl, 
and  dance  the  tarantella ;   I  learned  it  at  Capri. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I  see— quite  a  performance. 

Nora. 
Yes,   Torvald    wishes   it.       Look,  this    is    the 
costume ;    Torvald  had  it   made  for   me  in  Italy. 
But  now  it's  all  so  torn,  I  don't  know- 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Oh,  we  shall  soon  set  that  to  rights.     It's  only 
the  trimming  that  has  come  loose  here  and  there. 
Have  you  a  needle  and  thread  ?     Ah,  here's  the 
very  thing. 

Nora. 
Oh,  how  kind  of  you. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Sewing.]  So  you're  to  be  in  costume  to-morrow, 
Nora?  I'll  tell  you  what — I  shall  come  in  for  a 
moment  to  see  you  in  all  your  glory.  But  I've 
quite  forgotten  to  thank  you  for  the  pleasant 
evening  yesterday. 

Nora. 
[Rises  and  walks  across  the  room.]  Oh,  yesterday, 
it  didn't  seem  so  pleasant  as  usual.— You  should 
have  come  to  town  a  little  sooner,  Christina. — 
Torvald  has  certainly  the  art  of  making  home 
bright  and  beautiful. 
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Mrs.   Linden. 
You  too,    I   should    thiDk,  or  you  wouldn't   be 
your  father's  daughter.       But  tell  me — is  Doctor 
Rank  always  so  depressed  as  he  was  last  evening.'' 

Nora. 
No,  yesterday  it  was  particularly  noticeable. 
You  see,  he  suffers  from  a  dreadful  illness.  He 
has  spinal  consumption,  poor  fellow.  They  say 
his  father  was  a  horrible  man,  who  kept  mistresses 
and  all  sorts  of  things — so  the  son  has  been  sickly 
from  his  childhood,  you  understand. 

Mrs.   Linden. 
[Lets  her  sewing  fall  into  her  lap.]      Why,  my 
darling   Nora,  how   do  you   come   to  know  such 
things  ? 

Nora. 
[Moving  about  the  roo7n.]      Oh,   when   one    has 
three    children,    one    sometimes    has    visits    from 
women  who  are  half — half  doctors — and  they  talk 
of  one  thing  and  another. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[  Goes  on  sewing  ;    a  short  pause.  ]      Does  Doctor 
Rank  come  here  every  day  .'' 

Nora. 
Every  day  of  his  life.      He  has  been  Torvald's 
most  intimate  friend   from   boyhood,  and    he's   a 
good  friend  of  mine  too.      Doctor  Rank  is  quite 
one  of  the  family. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
But    tell   me — is   he    quite   sincere  ?     I    mean, 
isn't  he  rather  given  to  flattering  people  ? 
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Nora. 
No,  quite  the  contrary.     Why  should  you  think 
so? 

Mrs.  Linden. 

When  you  introduced  us  yesterday  he  said  he 
had  often  heard  my  name ;  but  I  noticed  after- 
wards that  your  husband  had  no  notion  who  I 
was.     How  could  Doctor  Rank } 

Nora. 

He  was  quite  right,  Christina.  You  see,  Torvald 
loves  me  so  indescribably,  he  wants  to  have  me 
all  to  himself,  as  he  says.  When  we  were  first 
married  he  was  almost  jealous  if  I  even  mentioned 
any  of  my  old  friends  at  home  ;  so  naturally  I 
gave  up  doing  it.  But  I  often  talk  of  the  old 
times  to  Doctor  Rank,  for  he  likes  to  hear  about 
them. 

Mrs.  Linden. 

Listen  to  me,  Nora !  You  are  still  a  child  in 
many  ways.  I  am  older  than  you,  and  have  had 
more  experience.  I'll  tell  you  something  ?  You 
ought  to  get  clear  of  all  this  with  Dr.  Rank. 

Nora. 
Get  clear  of  what  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
The   whole    affair,    I    should    say.      You  were 
talking    yesterday   of  a    rich    admirer    who    was 
to  find  you  money 

Nora. 
Yes,  one  who  never  existed,  worse  luck.    What 
then  ? 
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Mrs.  Linden, 
Has  Doctor  Rank  money  ? 

Yes,  he  has. 
And  nobody  to 

NORA. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
provide  for  ? 

Nobody.     But- 

Nora. 

? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
And  he  comes  here  every  day  ? 

Nora. 
Yes,  I  told  you  so. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I    should   have    thought    he   would    have  had 
better  taste. 

Nora. 
I  don't  understand  you  a  bit. 

Mrs,  Linden. 
Don't  pretend,  Nora.     Do  you  suppose  I  can't 
guess  who  lent  you  the  twelve  hundred  dollars .'' 

Nora. 
Are  you  out  of  your  senses  .-'     How    can    you 
think  such  a  thing.''     A  friend  vho  comes  here 
every    day !     Why,  the    position    would    be    un- 
bearable ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Then  it  really  is  not  he  .'' 
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Nora. 
No,    I    assure   you.      It    never    for  a   moment 

occurred    to    me Besides,    at  that  time  he 

had  nothing  to  lend ;  he  came  into  his  property 
afterwards. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Well,  I  believe  that  was  lucky  for  you,  Nora 
dear. 

Nora. 
No,  really,  it  would  never  have  struck  me  to 

ask   Dr.  Rank And  yet,  I'm  certain  that  if 

I  did 

Mrs.  Linden. 
But  of  course  you  never  would. 

Nora. 
Of  course  not.    It's  inconceivable  that  it  should 
ever  be  necessary.     But  I'm  quite  sure  that  if  I 
spoke  to  Doctor  Rank 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Behind  your  husband's  back  ? 

Nora. 
I   must  get  clear  of  the   other  thing  ;    that's 
behind  his  back  too.      I  must  get  clear  of  that. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes,  yes,  I  told  you  so  yesterday  ;  but 


Nora. 
[Walking  up  and  down.]     A    man   can    manage 
these  things  much  better  than  a  woman. 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
One's  own  husband,  yes. 

Nora. 
Nonsense.     [Stands  sHll.]     When  everything  is 
paid,  one  gets  back  the  paper. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Of  course. 

Nora. 
And  can  tear  it  into  a  hundred  thousand  pieces, 
and  burn  it  up,  the  nasty,  filthy  thing  I 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Looks  at  her  fijcedly,  lays  down  her  work,  and  uses 
slowly.\     Nora,  you  are  hiding  something  from  me. 

Nora. 
Can  you  see  it  in  my  face  } 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Something     has     happened     since     yesterday 
morning.     Nora,  what  is  it .'' 

Nora. 

[Going  towards   her.]     Christina I    [Listens.] 

Hush!  There's  Torvald  coming  home.  Do  you 
mind  going  into  the  nursery  tor  the  present  .'' 
Torvald  can't  bear  to  see  dressmaking  going  on. 
Get  Anna  to  help  you. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Gathers  some  of  the  things  together.]     Very  well  ; 
but  I  shan't  go  away  until  you  have  told  me  all 
about  it. 

[She  goes  out  to  the  left,  as  Helmer  enters 
from  the  hall. 
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Nora. 
[Runx  to  meet  kitn  ]     Oh,  how  I've  been  longing 
for  you  to  come,  Torvald  dear  ' 

Helmer. 
Was  that  the  dressmaker ? 


Nora. 

No,   Christina.       She's    helping   me   with  my 
costume.     You'll  see  how  nice  1  shall  look. 

Helmer. 
Yes,  wasn't  that  a  happy  thought  of  mine  } 

Nora. 

Splendid  I     But  isn't  it  good  of  me,  too,  to  have 
given  in  to  you  about  the  tarantella  ? 

Helmer. 
\^Takes  her  under  the  chin.^  Good  of  you  I  To 
give  in  to  your  own  husband  r  Well  well,  you 
little  madcap,  I  know  you  don't  mean  it.  But  I 
won't  disturb  \ou.  I  daresay  you  want  to  be 
"  trying  on  " 

Nora. 
And  you  are  going  to  work,  I  suppose  ? 

Helmer. 

Yes.     [Shnv's   her   a    hnndle   of  papers.^     Look 
here.      I've  just  come  from  the  Bank — — 

[Goes  towards  his  room. 
Nora. 
Torvald. 

Helmer. 
[Stopping.]     Yes .'' 
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Nora. 
If  your    little   squirrel   were   to    beg   you    for 
something  so  prettily 

H  ELMER. 

Well? 

Nora. 
Would  you  do  it  ? 

H  ELMER, 

I  must  know  first  what  it  is, 

Nora. 
The  squirrel  would  skip  about  and  play  all  sorts 
of  tricks  if  you  would  only  be  nice  and  kind. 

Helmer. 
Come,  then,  out  with  it. 

Nora. 
Your    lark    would    twitter    from    morning    till 

night 

Helmer 
Oh,  that  she  does  in  any  case. 

Nora. 
I'll  be  an  elf  and   dance  in  the  moonlight  for 
you,  Torvald. 

Helmer. 
Nora — you  can't  mean  what  you  were  hinting 
at  this  morning  ? 

Nora. 
[Coming   nearer.]       Yes,    Torvald,    I     beg     anc 
'mplore  you  I 
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Helmer. 
Have   you    really  the   courage    to   begin  that 
again  ? 

Nora. 
Yes,  yes;  for  my  sake,  you  must  let  Krogstad 
keep  his  place  in  the  Bank. 

Helmer. 
My  dear  Nora,  it's  his  place  I  intend  for  Mrs. 
Linden. 

Nora. 
Yes,  that's    so   good   of  you.     But  instead  of 
Krogstad,  you  could  dismiss  some  other  clerk. 

Helmer.  >. 
Why,   this   is    incredible    obstinacy !     Because 
you  have  thoughtlessly  promised  to  put  in  a  word 
for  him,  I  am  to ! 

Nora. 
It's  not  that,  Torvald.      It's  for  your  own  sake. 
This   man  writes    for   the  most  scurrilous   news- 
,        papers ;  you  said  so  yourself      He  can  do  you  no 
<^     end  of  harm.     I'm  so  terribly  afraid  of  him 

Helmer. 
Ah,  I   understand ;    it's  old   recollections  that 
are  frightening  you. 

Nora. 
What  do  you  mean  .'' 

Helmer. 
Of  course  you're  thinking  of  your  father. 
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Nora. 
Yes — yes,  of  course.  Only  think  of  the  shame- 
ful slanders  wicked  people  used  to  write  about 
father.  I  believe  they  would  have  got  him  dis- 
missed if  you  hadn't  been  sent  to  look  into  the 
thing,  and  been  kind  to  him,  and  helped  him. 

H  ELMER. 

My  little  Xora,  between  your  father  and  me 
there  is  all  the  difference  in  the  world.  Your 
father  was  not  altogether  unimpeachable.  I  am; 
and  I  hope  to  remain  so. 

Nora. 
Oh,  no  one  knows  what  wicked  men  may  hit 
upon.  We  could  live  so  quietly  and  happily  now, 
in  our  cosy,  peaceful  home,  you  and  I  and  the 
children,  Torvald  !  That's  why  I  beg  and  implore 
you 

H  ELMER. 

And  it  is  just  by  pleading  his  cause  that  you 
make  it  impossible  for  me  to  keep  him.  It's 
already  known  at  the  Bank  that  I  intend  to 
dismiss  Krogstad.  If  it  were  now  reported  that 
the  new  manager  let  himself  be  turned  round 
his  wife's  little  finger 

Nora. 
What  then  ? 

H  ELMER. 

Oh,  nothing,  so  long  as  a   wilful   woman   can 

have    her    way I      I   am    to    make    myself    a 

laughing-stock  to  the  whole  staff,  and  set  people 
saying  that  I  am  open  to  all  sorts  of  outside 
influence  .''     Take  luy  word   for  it,  I   should  soon 
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feel    the    consequences.     And    besides — there  is 
one  thing  that  makes  Krogstad  impossible  for  me 

to  work  with 

Nora. 
What  thing  } 

H  ELMER. 

I    could    perhaps    have    overlooked    his  moral 
failings  at  a  pinch 

Nora. 
Yes^  couldn't  you,  Torvald  } 

Helmer. 
And  I  hear  he  is  good  at  his  work.  But  the 
fact  is,  he  was  a  Allege  chum  of  mine — there  was 
one  of  those  rash  friendships  between  us  that  one 
so  often  repents  of  later.  I  may  as  well  confess 
it  at  once — he  calls  me  by  my  Christian  name;^ 
and  he  is  tactless  enough  to  do  it  even  when 
others  are  present.  He  delights  in  putting  on 
airs  of  familiarity — Torvald  here,  Torvald  there  ! 
I  assure  you  it's  most  painful  to  me.  He  would 
make  my  position  at  the  Bank  perfectly  unen- 
durable. 

Nora. 

Torvald,  surely  you're  not  serious  ? 

Helmer. 
No  >     Why  not  ? 

Nora. 
That's  such  a  petty  reason. 

Helmer. 
What !     Petty  !    Do  you  consider  me  petty  I 

'  In  the  original,  "  We  say  '  thou  '  to  each  other." 
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Nora. 
No,  on  the  contrary,  Torvald  dear ;  and  that's 

just  why 

Helmer. 
Never  mind ;  you  call  my  motives  petty ;  then 
I  must  be  petty  too.      Petty  !     Very  well  ! — Now 
we'll  put  an  end  to  this,  once  for  all.     \^Goes  to 
the  door  itito  the  hall  and  calls.'\     Ellen  ! 

Nora. 
What  do  you  want  .'' 

Helmer. 

[^Searching  among  his  papers.'\  To  settle  the 
thing.  [Ellen  enters.]  Here;  take  this  letter; 
give  it  to  a  messenger.  See  that  he  takes  it  at 
once.     The  address  is  on  it.     Here's  the  money. 

Ellen. 
Very  well,  sir.  [Goes  with  the  letter. 

Helmer. 
[Putting   his  papers   together.]      There,   Madam 
Obstinacy. 

Nora. 
[Breathless.]     Torvald — what  was  in  the  letter  } 

Helmer. 
Krogstad's  dismissal. 

Nora. 
Call  it  back  again,  Torvald  !  There's  still  time. 
Oh,  Torvald,  call  it  back  again  !  For  my  sake,  for 
your  own,  for  the  children's  sake  !  Do  you  hear, 
Torvald  ?  Do  it !  You  don't  know  what  that 
letter  may  bring  upon  us  all. 
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Helmer. 

Nora. 


Too  late. 

Yes,  too  late. 

Helmer. 

My  dear  Nora,  I  forgive  your  anxiety,  though 
it's  anything  but  flattering  to  me.  Why  should 
you  suppose  that  /  would  be  afraid  of  a  wretched 
scribbler's  spite  }'  But  I  forgive  you  all  the  same, 
for  it's  a  proof  of  your  great  love  for  me.  [Takes 
her  in  his  r/r?//*.]  That's  as  it  should  be,  my  own 
dear  Nora.  Let  what  will  happen — when  it 
comes  to  the  pinch,  I  shall  have  strength  and 
courage  enough.  You  shall  see  :  my  shoulders 
are  broad  enough  to  bear  the  whole  burden. 

Nora. 
[Terror-struck.^     What  do  you  mean  by  that .'' 

Helmer. 
The  whole  burden,  I  say 


Nora. 
[With  decision.^    That  you  shall  never,  never  do ! 

Helmer. 
Very  well ;  then  we'll  share  it,  Nora,  as  man 
and  wife.  That  is  how  it  should  be.  [Petting 
her.^  Are  you  satisfied  now  ?  Come,  come,  come, 
don't  look  like  a  scared  dove.  It's  all  nothing 
— foolish  fancies. — Now  you  ought  to  play  the 
tarantella  through  and  practise  with  the  tam- 
bourine. I  shall  sit  in  my  inner  room  and  shut 
both  doors,  so  that  I  shall  hear  nothing.  You 
can  make  as  much  noise  as  you  please.     [2\irns 
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round  in  cioorrray.]     And  when  Rank  comes,  just 
tell  him  where  I'm  to  be  found. 

[He  nods  lo  her,  and  goes  with  his  papers 
mto  his  roo7n,  closing  the  door. 

Nora. 
[Bewildered  with  terror,  stands  as  though  rooted  to 
the  ground,  and  whispers.^  He  would  do  it.  Yes, 
ne  would  do  it.  He  would  do  it,  in  spite  of  all 
the  world. — No,  never  that,  never,  never  !  Any- 
thinaf   rather  than   that  !     Oh,  for  some  way  of 

escape  !     What  shall  I  do .'     [Hall  bell  rings.^ 

Doctor  Rank ! — Anything,   anything,  rather 

than ! 

[Nora  draivs  her  hands  over  her  face,  pulls 
herself  together,  goes  to  the  door  and  opens 
it.  Rank  stands  outside  hanging  up  his 
fur  coat.  During  what  follows  it  begins 
to  grow  dark. 

Nora. 
Good  afternoon.  Doctor  Rank.     I  knew  you  by 
your  ring.      But  you  mustn't  go  to  Torvald  now. 
I  believe  he's  busy. 

Rank. 
And  you  }  [Enters  and  closes  the  door. 

Nora. 
Oh,  you  know  very  well,  I  have  always  time  for 
you. 

Rank. 
Thank    you.        I    shall    avail    myself   of    your 
kindness  as  long  as  I  can. 

Nora. 
What  do  you  mean  }     As  long  as  you  can .'' 
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Rank. 
Yes.     Does  that  frighten  you  ? 

Nora. 
I  think  it's  an  odd  expression.     Do  you  expect 
anything  to  happen .'' 

Rank. 
Something  I  have  long  been  prepared  for ;  but 
I  didn't  think  it  would  come  so  soon. 

Nora. 
[Catching  at  his   «r;«.]       What    have    you   dis- 
covered }     Doctor  Rank,  you  must  tell  me .' 

Rank. 

[Sitting  down  by  the  stove.]     I  am  running  down 
hill.     There's  no  help  for  it. 

Nora. 
[Draws  a  long  breath  oj" relief.]     It's  you .'' 

Rank. 
Who  else  should  it  be  ? — Why  lie  to  one's  self.'' 
I  am  the  most  wretched  of  all  my  patients,  Mrs. 
Helmer.  In  these  last  days  I  have  been  auditing 
my  life-account — bankrupt  !  Perhaps  before  a 
month  is  over,  I  shall  lie  rotting  in  the  church- 
yard. 

Nora. 
Oh  !    W^hat  an  ugly  way  to  talk. 

Rank. 
The  thing  itself  is  so  confoundedly  ugly,  you 
see.     But  the  worst  of  it  is,  so  many  other  ugly 
things  have  to  be  gone  through  first.     There   is 
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only  one  last  investigation  to  be  made,  and  when 
that  is  over  I  shall  know  pretty  certainly  when  the 
break-up  will  begin.  There's  one  thing  I  want 
to  say  to  you  :  Helmer's  delicate  nature  shrinks 
so  from  all  that  is  horrible  :  I  will  not  have  him 
in  my  sick-room 

Nora, 
Butj  Doctor  Rank 

Rank. 
I  won't  have  him,  I  say — not  on  any  account  ! 
I  shall  lock  my  door  against  him. — As  soon  as  I 
am  quite  certain  of  the  worst,  I  shall  send  you  my 
visiting-card  with  a  black  cross  on  it ;  and  then 
you  will  know  that  the  final  horror  has  begun. 

Nora. 
Why,  you're  perfectly  unreasonable  to-day;  and 
I  did  so  want  you  to  be  in  a  really  good  humour. 

Rank. 
With  death  staring  me  in  the  face  ? — And  to 
suffer  thus  for  another's  sin !  Where's  the 
justice  of  it  ?  And  in  one  way  or  another  you 
can  trace  in  every  family  some  such  inexorable 
retribution 

Nora. 
[^Stopping  her  ears.^     Nonsense,  nonsense  '    Now 
cheer  up  ! 

Rank. 
Well,  after  all,   the  whole  thing's  only  worth 
laughing  at.     My   poor  innocent  spine  must   do 
penance  for  my  father's  wild  oats. 

VI 
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Nora. 
[At  table,  left.]     I  suppose  he  was   too  fond   of 
asparagus  and  Strasbourg  pate,  wasn't  he  ? 

Rank. 
Yes ;  and  truffles. 

Nora. 
Yes,  truffles,  to  be  sure.     And  oysters,  I  believe.'' 

Rank. 
Yes,  oysters  ;  oysters,  of  course. 

Nora. 
And  then  all  the  port  and   champagne  '     It's 
sad  that  all  these  good  thmgs  should  attack  the 
spine. 

Rank. 

Especially   when    the    luckless  spine  attacked 
never  had  any  good  of  them. 

Nora. 
Ah,  yes,  that's  the  worst  of  it. 

Rank. 

[Looks  at  her  searcking/y.]     H'm 

Nora. 
[A  moment  later.]     Why  did  you  smile  .> 

Rank. 
No  ;  it  was  you  that  laughed. 

Nora. 
No;  it  was  you  that  smiled,  Dr.  Rank. 

Rank. 
[Standing   up.]      I    see    you're    deeper    than    I 
thought. 
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Nora. 
I'm  in  such  a  crazy  mood  to-day. 

Rank. 

So  it  seems. 

Nora. 
[With  her  hands  on   his   shoulders.]     Dear,  dear 
Doctor  Rank,  death  shall  not  take  you  away  from 
Torvald  and  me. 

Rank. 
Oh,  you'll  easily  get  over  the  loss.    The  absent 
are  soon  forgotten. 

Nora. 
[Looks  at  him  anxiously.]     Do  you  think  so  .'' 

Rank. 
People  make  fresh  ties,  and  then 

Nora. 
Who  make  fresh  ties  ? 

Rank. 
You  and  Helmer  will,  when   I   am  gone.     You 
yourself  are  taking  time  by  the  forelock,  it  seems 
to  me.     What  was  that  Mrs.  Linden  doing  here 
yesterday  .-' 

Nora. 
Oh  !  —  you're     surely    not    jealous    of   poor 
Christina  ? 

Rank. 
Yes,   I   am.     She   will    be  my  successor  in  this 
house.     When  I  am  out  of  the  way,  this  woman 

will  perhaps 

Nora. 
Hush  '     Not  so  loud  I     She's  in  there. 
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Rank. 
To-day  as  well  ?     You  see  ! 

Nora. 
Only  to  put  my  costume  in  order — dear  me, 
how  unreasonable  you  are  !  [Sits  on  sqfa.^  Now 
do  be  good.  Doctor  Rank  I  To-morrow  you  shall 
see  how  beautifully  I  shall  dance  ;  and  then  you 
may  fancy  that  I'm  doing  it  all  to  please  you — 
and  of  course  Torvald  as  well.  [Takes  various 
things  out  of  hojc.]  Doctor  Rank,  sit  down  here, 
and  I'll  show  you  something. 

Rank. 

[Sitting.]     What  is  it  ? 

Nora. 
Look  here.     Look  ! 

Rank. 
Silk  stockings. 

Nora. 
Flesh-coloured.     Aren't   they  lovely  ?     It's  so 

dark  here  now  ;  but  to-morrow No,  no,  no  ; 

you   must   only  look  at  the    feet.     Oh,    well,    1 
suppose  you  may  look  at  the  rest  too. 

Rank. 
H'm 

Nora. 
What  are  you  looking  so  critical  about .''     Do 
you  think  they  won't  fit  me  ? 

Rank. 
I  can't  possibly  give  any  competent  opinion  on 
that  point. 
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Nora. 
[Looking  at  him  a  momenf.'\     For  shame  !     \Hits 
him  lightly  on  the  ear  with  the  stockings. 1^    Take  that. 

[Rolls  them  up  again. 
Rank, 
And  what  other  wonders  am  I  to  see  .'* 

Nora. 
You  sha'n't  see  anything  more  ;  for  you  don't 
behave  nicely. 

[She  hums  a  little  and  searches  ajnong  the 
things. 

Rank. 
[After  a  short  silence.]    When  I  sit  here  gossiping 
with    you^     I     can't    imagine — I    simply    cannot 
conceive — what   would  have  become  of  me  if  I 
had  never  entered  this  house. 

Nora. 
[Smiling.]     Yes,  I  think   you    do  feel   at  home 
with  us. 

Rank. 
[More  softly — looking  straight  before  hi7n.]     And 
now  to  have  to  leave  it  all 

Nora. 
Nonsense.     You  sha'n't  leave  us. 

Rank. 

[In  the  same  tone.]  And  not  to  be  able  to  leave 
behind  the  slightest  token  of  gratitude  ;  scarcely 
even  a  passing  regret — nothing  but  an  empty 
place,  that  can  be  filled  by  the  first  comer. 

Nora. 
And  if  I  were  to  ask  you  for }     No 
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Rank. 
For  what  ? 

Nora. 
For  a  great  proof  of  your  friendship. 

Rank. 

Yes — yes  ? 

Nora. 

I  mean — for  a  very,  very  great  service 

Rank. 
Would  you  really,  for  once,  make  me  so  happy  ? 

Nora. 
Oh,  you  don't  know  what  it  is. 

Rank. 
Then  tell  me. 

Nora. 
No,  I  really  can't.  Doctor  Rank.     It's  far,  far 
too  much — not  only  a  service,  but  help  and  advice 

besides 

Rank. 
So  much  the  better.     I  can't  think  what  you 
can  mean.     But  go  on.     Don't  you  trust  me .'' 

Nora. 
As  I  trust  no  one  else.  I  know  you  are  my  best 
and  truest  friend.  So  I  will  tell  you.  Well  then. 
Doctor  Rank,  there  is  something  you  must  help 
me  to  prevent.  You  know  how  deeply,  how 
wonderfully  Torvald  loves  me ;  he  wouldn't 
hesitate  a  moment  to  give  his  very  life  for  my 
sake. 


ACT     II.]  A     doll's     house.  87 

Rank. 
[Bending  towards  her.]     Nora — do  you  think  he 
is  the  only  one  who ? 

Nora. 
[  fVith  a  slight  start.]     Who ? 

Rank. 
Who  would  gladly  give  his  life  for  you? 

Nora 
[Sadly.]     Oh ! 

Rank. 
I  have  sworn  that  you  shall  know  it  before  I — 
go.  I  shall  never  find  a  better  opportunity. — 
Yes,  Nora,  now  I  have  told  you ;  and  now  you 
know  that  you  can  trust  me  as  you  can  no  one 
else. 

Nora. 

[Standing  up  ;  simply  and  calmly.]  Let  me  pass, 
please. 

Rank. 

[Makes  way  for  her,  but  remains  sitting.] 
Nora — -~ 

Nora. 

[In  the  doommy.]  Ellen,  bring  the  lamp.  [Crosses 
to  the  stove.]  Oh  dear,  Doctor  Rank,  that  was  too 
bad  of  you. 

Rank. 

[Rismg.]  That  I  have  loved  you  as  deeply  as — 
any  one  else  }     Was  that  too  bad  of  me  } 

Nora. 
No,  but  that  you  should  have  told  me  so.     It 
was  so  unnecessary 


88  A   doll's   house.  [act  ii. 

Rank. 

What  do  you  mean.''     Did  you  know .-* 

[Ellen    enters  with  the  lamp ;    sets  it  on 
the  table  and  goes  out  again. 

Rank. 
Nora — Mrs.  Helmer — I  ask  you,  did  you  know  ? 

Nora. 
Oh,   how   can   I    tell   what   I    knew   or   didn't 

know  ?    I  really  can't  say How  could  you  be 

so  clumsy.  Doctor  Rank  ?     It  was  all  so  nice  ! 

Rank. 
Well,  at  any  rate,  you  know  now  that  I  am  at 
your  service,  body  and  soul.      And  now,  go  on. 

Nora. 
[Looking  at  him.]     Go  on — now  .'' 

Rank. 
I  beg  you  to  tell  me  what  you  want. 

Nora. 
I  can  tell  you  nothing  now. 

Rank. 
Yes,  yes  !     You  mustn't  punish  me  in  that  way 
Let  me  do  for  you  whatever  a  man  can. 

Nora. 
You  can  do  nothing  for  me  now. — Besides,  I 
really  want  no  help.  You  shall  see  it  was  only 
my  fancy.  Yes,  it  must  be  so.  Of  course  I  [Sits 
in  the  rocking-chair,  looks  at  him  and  smiles.]  You 
are  a  nice  person,  Doctor  Rank  !  Aren't  you 
ashamed  of  yourself,  now  that  the  lamp  is  on  the 
table  r 
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Rank. 
No ;  not  exactly.    But  perhaps  I  ought  to  go — 
for  ever. 

Nora. 
No,  indeed  you  mustn't.     Of  course  you  must 
come  and  go  as  you've  always  done.     You   know 
very  well  that  Torvald  can't  do  without  you. 

Rank. 
Yes,  but  you .'' 

Nora. 
Oh,  you  know  I  always  like  to  have  you  here. 

Rank. 
That  is  just  what  led  me  astray.      You  are  a 
riddle  to  me.     It  has  often  seemed   to  me  as   if 
you  liked  being  with  me  almost  as  much  as  being 
with  Helmer. 

Nora. 

Yes ;    don't  you  see .''      There  are  people  one 
loves,  and  others  one  likes  to  talk  to. 

Rank. 
Yes — there's  something  in  that. 

Nora. 
When  I  was  a  girl,  of  course  I  loved  papa  best. 
But  it  always  delighted  me  to  steal  into  the 
servants'  room.  In  the  first  place  they  never 
lectured  me,  and  in  the  second  it  was  such  fun  to 
hear  them  talk. 

Rank. 
Ah,  I  see ;  then  it's  their  place  I  have  taken  ? 

Nora. 
[Jumps  up  and  hurries  towards  hi>n.]      Oh,  my 
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dear  Doctor  Rank,  I  don't  mean  that.     But  you 
understand,  with   Torvald  it's   the  same   as  with 

papa 

Ellen  enters  from  the  hall. 

Ellen. 

Please,    ma'am [IVkispers   to    Nora,   and 

gives  her  a  card.] 

Nora. 
[Glancing  at  card.]     Ah!       \Ptits  it  in  her  pocket. 

Rank. 
Anything  wrong  ? 

Nora. 
No,  no,  not  in  the  least.       It's  only — it's  my 
new  costume 

Rank. 
Your  costume  1     Why,  it's  there. 

Nora. 
Oh,  that  one,  yes.     But  this  is  another  that^I 
have  ordered  it — Torvald  mustn't  know 

Rank. 
Aha !     So  that's  the  great  secret.      \ 

Nora. 
Yes,  of  course.     Please  go  to  him  ;  he's  in  the 
inner  room.      Do  keep  him  while  I 

Rank. 
Don't  be  alarmed ;  he  sha'n't  escape. 

[^Goes  into  Helmer's  room. 

Nora. 
[To  Ellen.]     Is  he  waiting  in  the  kitchen  .'' 
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Ellen. 
Yes,  he  came  up  the  back  stair 

Nora. 
Didn't  you  tell  him  I  was  engaged  .-* 

Ellen. 
Yes,  but  it  was  no  use. 

Nora. 
He  won't  go  away  ? 

Ellen, 
No,  ma'am,  not  until  he  has  spoken  to  you. 

Nora. 
Then  let  him  come  in  ;  but  quietly.    And,  Ellen 
— say    nothing  about  it ;    it's  a  surprise  for  my 
husband. 

Ellen. 
Oh,  yes,  ma'am,  I  understand.         [She  goes  out. 

Nora. 

It  is  coming !     The  dreadful  thing  is  coming, 

after  all.    No,  no,  no,  it  can  never  be;  it  shall  not! 

[She  goes  to  Helmer's  door  and  slips  the 

bolt.     Ellen    opens   the   hall  door   for 

Krogstad,  and  shuts  it  after  him.     He 

wears  a  travelling-coat,  high  boots,  and  a 

fur  cap. 

Nora. 
[Goes  towards  /mn.]     Speak  softly  ;  my  husband 
is  at  home. 

Krogstad. 
All  right.     That's  nothing  to  me. 
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Nora. 
What  do  you  want .'' 

Krogstad. 
A  little  information. 

Nora. 
Be  quick,  then.     What  is  it } 

Krogstad. 
You  know  I  have  got  my  dismissal. 

Nora. 
I  couldn't  prevent  it,  Mr.  Krogstad.      I  fought 
for  you  to  the  last,  but  it  was  of  no  use. 

Krogstad, 
Does  your  husband  care  for  you  so  little  .''     He 
knows  what  I  can   bring   upon  you,  and  yet  he 

dares 

Nora. 
How  could  you  think  I  should  tell  him  ? 

Krogstad. 
Well,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  I  didn't  think  it.     It 
wasn't  like  my  friend  Torvald  Helmer  to  show  so 

much  courage 

Nora. 
Mr.  Krogstad,  be  good  enough  to  speak  respect- 
fully of  my  husband. 

Krogstad. 
Certainly,  with  all  due  respect.     But  since  you 
are  so  anxious  to  keep  the  matter  secret,  I  suppose 
you  are  a  little  clearer  than  yesterday  as  to  what 
you  have  done. 
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Nora. 
Clearer  than  you  could  ever  make  me. 
Krogstad. 

Yes,  such  a  bad  lawyer  as  I 

Nora. 
What  is  it  you  want  ? 

Krogstad. 
Only  to    see    how    you    are    getting    on,    Mrs. 
Helmer.      I've  been  thinking  about  you  all  day. 
Even  a   mere  money-lender,  a   gutter-journalist, 

a in  short,  a  creature  like  me— has  a  little  bit  of 

what  people  call  feeling. 

Nora. 
Then  show  it ;  think  of  my  little  children. 

Krogstad. 

Did   vou   and    your   husband    think    of  mine  ? 

But  eno\igh  of  that.     I  only  wanted  to  tell  you 

that  you  needn't  take  this  matter  too  seriously. 

I  shall  not  lodge  any  information,  for  the  present. 

Nora. 
No,  surely  not.     I  knew  you  wouldn't. 

Krogstad. 
The  whole  thing  can  be  settled  quite  amicably. 
Nobody  need   know.      It   can  remain  among   us 

three. 

Nora. 

My  husband  must  never  know. 

Krogstad. 
How  can  you  prevent  it  }     Can  you  pay  off  the 
balance  ? 
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Nora. 
No,  not  at  once. 

Krogstad. 
Or  have  you  any  means  of  raising  the  money  in 
the  next  few  days  ? 

Nora. 
None — that  I  will  make  use  of. 

Krogstad. 
And  if  you  had,  it  would  not  help  you  now. 
If  you  offered  me  ever  so  much  money  down,  you 
should  not  get  back  your  I.O.U. 

Nora. 
Tell  me  what  you  want  to  do  with  it. 

Krogstad. 
I  only  want  to  keep  it — to  have  it  in  my  posses- 
sion.      No    outsider    shall    hear   anything    of  it. 
So,  if  you  have  any  desperate  scheme  in  your 

head 

Nora. 
What  if  I  have  ? 

Krogstad. 
If  you  should  think  of  leaving  your  husband 

and  children 

Nora. 
What  if  I  do  ? 

Krogstad. 

Or  if  you  should  think  of — something  worse 

Nora. 
How  do  you  know  that .'' 

Krogstad. 
Put  all  that  out  of  your  head. 
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Nora. 
How  did  you  know  what  I  had  in  my  mind  f 

Krogstad. 
Most  of  us  think  of  that  at  first.     I  thought  of 
it,  too  ;  but  I  hadn't  the  courage 

Nora. 
[Tonelessly.]    Nor  I. 

Krogstad. 
[Relieved.^     No,  one  hasn't.     You   haven't  the 
courage  either,  have  you  .'' 

Nora. 
I  haven't,  I  haven't. 

Krogstad. 

Besides,  il  would  be  very  foolish.  —  Just  one 
domestic  storm,  and  it's  all  over.  I  have  a  letter 
in  my  pocket  for  your  husband 

Nora. 
Telling  him  everything  .'' 

Krogstad. 
Sparing  you  as  much  as  possible. 

Nora. 
[Q7dckhj.]       He    must   never   reaa   that   letter. 
Tear  it  up.      I   will    manage    to    get   the  money 

somehow 

Krogstad. 
Pardon  me,  Mrs.  Helmer,  but   I  believe   I  told 

you 

Nora. 

Oh,  I'm  not  talking  about  the  money  I  owe  you. 
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Tell  me  how  much  you  demand  from  my  husband 
— I  will  get  it. 

Kroostad. 
I  demand  no  money  from  your  husband. 

Nora. 
What  do  you  demand  then  ? 

Krogstad. 

I  will  tell  you.     I  want  to  regain  my  footing  in 

the   world.     I   want   to  rise ;  and   your  husband 

shall   help  me  to  do   it.     For   the   last  eighteen 

months  my  record  has  been  spotless ;   I  have  been 

in  bitter  need  all   the  time ;  but  I  was  content  to 

fight  my  way  up,  step  by  step.      Now,  I've  been 

^      thrust  down  again,  and  1  will  not  be  satisfied  with 

merely  being  reinstated  as  a  matter  of  grace.      I 

L.     want  to  rise,  I  tell  you.     I  must  get  into  the  Bank 

j     again,  in  a   higher  position  than   before.      Your 

\    husband     shall    create    a    place    on    purpose    for 

me 

Nora. 
He  will  never  do  that ! 

Krogstad. 
He  will  do  it  ;  I  know  him — he  won't  dare  to 
show  fight  !  And  when  he  and  I  are  together 
there,  you  shall  soon  see  !  Before  a  year  is  out  I 
shall  be  the  manager's  right  hand.  It  won't  be 
Torvald  Helmer,  but  Nils  Krogstad,  that  manages 
the  Joint  Stock  Bank. 

Nora, 
That  shall  never  be. 

Krogstad. 
Perhaps  you  will ? 
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Nora. 
Now  I  have  the  courage  for  it. 

Krogstad. 
Oh,  you  don't  frighten  me  I    A  sensitive^  petted 
creature  hke  you 

Nora. 
You  shall  see,  you  shall  see  ! 

Krogstad. 
Under  the  ice,  perhaps  ?     Down  into  the  cold, 
bl'jck.  water?     And  next  spring  to  come  up  again, 
ugly,  hairless,  unrecognisable 

Nora. 
You  can't  teiTify  me. 

Krogstad. 
Nor   you   me.      People    don't    do   that    sort    of 
thing,  Mrs.  Helmer.      And,  after  all,  what  would 
be  the  use  of  it  ?     I    have  your   husband   in   my 
pocket,  all  the  same. 

Nora. 
Afterwards  ?     When  I  am  no  longer ? 

Krogstad. 
You  forget,  your  reputation  remains  in  my 
hands  I  [Nora  stands-  spcccliless  and  looks  at  him  ] 
Well,  now  you  are  prepared.  Do  nothing  foolish. 
As  soon  as  Helmer  has  received  my  letter,  I  shall 
expect  to  hear  from  him.  And  remember  that  it 
is  your  husband  himself  who  has  forced  me  back 
again  into  such  paths.  That  I  will  never  forgive 
him.     Good-bye,  Mrs.  Helmer. 

[Goes  out  through  the  hall.      Nora  hurries 
to  the  door,  opens  it  a  little,  and  listens. 

VI 
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Nora. 

He's  going.      He's  not  putting  the  letter  into 

the  box.     No,  no,  it  would  be  impossible  !    [Opoi.s 

the  door  fkrlher  and  furlhcr.]     What's  that.      He's 

standing  still ;    not  going    down  stairs.     Has  he 

changed  his    mind  .''     Is  he ?     [A   letter  falls 

into  the  box.  Krogstad's  footsteps  are  heard 
gradually  receding  down  the  stair.  Nora  utters 
a  suppressed  shriek,  and  rushes  forward  towards 
the  sofa-table ;  pau,se.^  In  the  letter-box  I  [Slips 
shrinkingly  up  to  the  hall  door.^  There  it  lies. — 
Torvald,  Torvald — now  we  are  lost ! 

Mrs.  Linden  enters  from  the  left  with  the  costume. 

Mrs   Linden. 
There,   I    think   it's  all   right  now.     Shall   we 
j  ust  try  it  on  .'' 

Nora. 
[Hoarsely  and  softly.^     Christina,  come  here. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Throws  dorm  the  dress  on  the  sofa.^     What's  the 
matter  }     You  look  quite  distracted. 

Nora. 
Come  here      Do  you  see  that  letter.^     There, 
see — through  the  glass  of  the  letter-box, 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes,  yes,  I  see  it. 

Nora. 
That  latter  is  from  Krogstad 

Mrs    Linden. 
Nora— it  was  Krogstad  who  lent  you  the  money .'' 
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Nora. 
Yes  ;  and  now  Torvald  will  know  everything. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Believe  me,  Nora,  it's  the  best  thing  for  both 
of  you. 

Nora. 
You    don't    know   all    yet.      I    have    forged   a 


Mrs.  Linden. 

Good  heavens  I 

Nora. 

Now,  listen  to  me,  Christina  ;  you  shall  bear  me 

witness 

Mrs.  Linden. 

How  "  witness  "  ?     What  am  I  to ? 

Nora. 
If  I  should  go  out  of  my  mind — it  might  easily 

happen 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Nora  ! 

Nora. 

Or  if  anything  else  should  happen  to  me — so 
that  I  couldn't  be  here I 

Mrs.  Linden, 
Nora,  Nora,  you're  quite  beside  yourself! 

Nora. 
In  case  any  one  wanted   to   take   it  all   upon 
himself — the  whole  blame — you  understand 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes,  yes  ;  but  how  can  you  think .'' 
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Nora. 
You  shall  hear  witness  that  it's  not  true, 
Christina.  I'm  not  out  of  iny  mind  at  all;  I  know 
(]uite  well  what  I'm  sayintj^;  and  I  tell  you 
nobody  else  knew  anything  about  it;  I  did  the 
whole  thing,  I  myself.     Remember  that. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I    shall    remember.     But    I    don't    understand 
what  you  mean 

NOHA. 

Oh,  how  should  you  ?     It's  the  miracle  coming 
to  pass. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
The  miracle  ? 

Nora. 
Yes,  the  miracle.    But  it's  so  terrible,  Christina  ; 
it  mustn't  happen  for  all  the  world. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I  shall  go  straight  to  Krogstad  and  talk  to  him. 

Nora. 
Don't ;  he'll  do  you  some  harm. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Once  he  would  have  done  anything  for  me. 

Nora. 
He? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Where  does  he  live  ? 

Nora. 
Oh,  how  can  I   tell ?     Yes [Feels  in 
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her  pocket.^     Here's  his  card.     Hut  the  letter,  the 
letter ! 

H  ELMER. 

[Knocking  uufside.^      Nora  I 

Nora. 
[S/uiek.s'  in  terror.^     Oh,  what  is  it?     What  do 
you  want  ? 

H  ELMER. 

Well,  well,  don't  be  frightened.  We're  not 
coming  in ;  you've  bolted  the  door.  Are  you 
trying  on  your  dress  .'' 

KORA. 

Yes,  yes,  I'm  trying  it  on.  It  suits  me  so  well, 
Torvald. 

Mrs.   Linden. 

[fVho  has  read  the  card]  Why,  he  lives  close  by 
here. 

Nora. 

Yes,  but  it's  no  use  now.  We  are  lost.  The 
letter  is  there  in  the  box. 

Mrs.   Linden. 
And  your  husband  has  the  key  .''  '^ 

Nora 
Always. 

Mrs.  Linden 

Krogstad  must  demand  his  letter  back,  unread. 
He  must  find  some  pretext 

Nora. 
But    this     is    the    very    time    when    Torvald 
generally 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
Prevent    him.      Keep     him    occupied.     I    shall 
come  back  as  quickly  as  I  can. 

[She  goes  out  hastily  hy  the  hall  door. 

Nora. 
\Opens  Helmer's  door  and  peeps  ?'//.]     Torvald  ! 

Helmer. 
Wellj  may  one  come  into  one's  own  room  again 

at  last }     Come,  Rank,  we'll  have  a  look [/« 

the  doortvay.]      But  how's  this  ? 

Nora. 
What,  Torvald  dear.^ 

Helmer. 
Rank  led  me  to  expect  a  grand  transformation. 

Rank. 
[In  the  doorway.]     So  I   understood.     I   suppose 
I  was  mistaken. 

Nora. 
No,    no    one    shall    see    me    in    my    glory    till 
to-morrow  evening. 

Helmer. 
Why,  Nora  dear,  you  look  so  tired.      Have  you 
been  practising  too  hard  } 

Nora. 
No,  I  haven't  practised  at  all  yet. 

Helmer. 
But  you'll  have  to 
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Nora. 
Oh  yes,  I  must,  I  must !     But,  Torvald,  I  can't 
get  on  at  all  without   your  help.     I've  forgotten 
everything. 

H  ELMER. 

Oh,  we  shall  soon  freshen  it  up  again. 

Nora. 
Yes,  do  help  me,  Torvald.     You  must  promise 

me Oh,  I'm   so  nervous  about  it.     Before 

so  many  people This  evening  you  must  give 

yourself  up  entirely  to  me.  You  mustn't  do  a 
stroke  of  work  ;  you  musn't  even  touch  a  pen. 
Do  promise,  Torvald  dear  ! 

Helmer. 
I   promise.      All  this  evening   I   shall   be  your 

slave.      Little   helpless   thing !     But,  by-the- 

bye,  I  must  just [Going  to  hall  door. 

Nora. 
What  do  you  want  there  ? 

Helmer. 
Only  to  see  if  there  are  any  letters. 

Nora. 
No,  no,  don't  do  that,  Torvald, 

Helmer. 

Why  not  ? 

Nora. 
Torvald,   I   beg  you  not  to.     There  are  none 
there. 
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H  ELMER. 

Let  me  just  see.  [Is  going. 

[Nora,  at  the  piano,  plays  the  first  bars  of 
lite  tarantella. 

Helmer. 
[At  the  door,  stops.^     Aha  ! 

Nora. 
I  can't  dance  to-morrow  if  I  don't  rehearse  with 
you  first. 

Helmer. 
[Going  to  her.^     Are  you  really  so  nervous,  dear 
Nora.? 

Nora. 
Yes,  dreadfully  !    Let  me  rehearse  at  once.    We 
have  time  before  dinner.      Oh,  do  sit  down  and 
})lay  for  me,  Torvald  dear ;  direct  me  and  put  me 
right,  as  you  used  to  do. 

Helmer. 
With  all  the  pleasui-e  in  life,  since  you  wish  it. 

[»S'//,v  at  piano. 

[Nora  .snatches  the   tamhoi/rine  out  of  the 

box,  and   hitrriedli/  drape.s  herself  in   a 

long  parti-coloured  .shan't ;  then,  vnth  a 

bound,  stands  in  the  middle  ofthejioor. 

Nora. 
Now  play  for  me  I     Now  I'll  dance  I 

[Helmer  plaiis  and  Nora  dances.  Rank 
stands  at  the  piano  behind  Helmer  and 
looks  on. 

Helmer. 

[I*lai/ing.]     Slower  !     Slower  ! 
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Nora. 
Can't  do  it  slower  I 

H  ELMER. 

Not  so  violently,  Nora. 

Nora. 
I  must  !    I  must  I 

Helmer. 
[5top,y.]     No,  no,  Nora — that  will  never  do. 

Nora 
[Lfnig/is  and   swings  her  tanibuinine.]     Didn't    I 
tell  you  so  I 

Rank. 
Let  me  play  for  her. 

Helmer. 
\^Rishig.]  Yes,  do — then  I  can  direct  her  better. 
[Rank  sits  down  to  the  piano  and  p/ai/s  ; 
Nora  dances  more  and  more  >>  ildly 
Helmer  stands  bij  the  stove  and  addresses 
frequent  corrections  to  her  ;  she  seems  not 
to  hear.  Her  hair  breaks  loose,  and  falls 
over  her  shoulders.  She  does  not  notice  it, 
but  goes  on  dancing.  Mrs.  Linde.x  enters 
and  stands  spellbound  in  the  doorway. 


Ah- 


Mrs.  Linden. 


Nora. 


\_Dancing.^      We're     having     such     fun     here 
Christina  ! 
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Helmer. 
Why,  Nora  dear,  you're  dancing  as  if  it  were  a 
matter  of  life  and  death. 

Nora. 
So  it  is. 

Helmer. 

Rank,  stop  I    This  is  the  merest  madness.    Stop, 
I  say  ! 

[Rank  stops  playing,  and  Nora  comes  to  a 
sudden  standstill. 

Helmer. 
[Going  towards  her.^     I  couldn't  have  believed  it. 
You've  positively  forgotten  all  I  taught  you. 

Nora. 
[Throtvs   the    tamhounne   aivay.]      You    see     for 
yourself. 

Helmer. 

You  really  do  want  teaching. 

Nora. 
Yes,  you  see  how  much  1  need  it.     You  must 
practise  with  me  up   to  the   last   moment.     Will 
you  promise  me,  Torvald  ? 

Helmer. 
Certainly,  certainly. 

Nora. 
Neither  to-day  nor  to  morrow  must  you  think  of 
anything   but    me.     You    mustn't   open    a  single 
letter — mustn't  look  at  the  letter-box 

Helmer. 
Ah,  you're  still  afraid  of  that  man 
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Nora. 
Oh  yes,  yes,  I  am. 

Helmer. 
Nora,  T  can  see  it  in  your  face — there's  a  letter 
from  him  in  the  box. 

Nora. 
I  don't  know,  I  believe  so.      But  you're  not  to 
read   anything    now ;    nothing    ugly    must    come 
between  us  until  all  is  over. 

Rank. 

[iSo/i/y,  lo  Helmer.]  You  mustn't  contradict 
her. 

Helmer. 

[Putting  Ins  arm  around  herl]  The  child  shall 
have  her  own  way.  But  to-morrow  night,  when 
the  dance  is  over 

Nora. 
Then  you  shall  be  free. 

Ellen  appears  in  the  doorway,  right. 

Ellen. 
Dinner  is  on  the  table,  ma'am. 

Nora. 
We'll  have  some  champagne,  Ellen. 

Ellen. 
Yes,  ma'am.  [Goes  out. 

Helmer. 
Dear  me  I     Quite  a  banquet. 
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Nora. 
Yes,  and  we'll  keep  it  up  till  morning    [Calling 
otif.^     And    macaroons,  Ellen — plenty — ^just    this 
once. 

H  ELMER. 

[Seizing  her  hand.]  Come,  coine,  don't  let  us 
have  this  wild  excitement !  Be  my  own  little 
lark  again. 

Nora. 

Oh  yes,  I  will.  But  now  go  into  the  dining- 
room  ;  and  you  too,  Doctor  Rank.  Christina,  you 
must  help  me  to  do  up  my  hair. 

Rank. 

[Sojllj/,  o.v  I  hey  go.]  There's  nothing  in  the 
wind  .''     Nothing — I  mean .'' 

Helmer. 
Oh  no,  nothing  of  the  kind.     It's  merely  this 
babyish  anxiety  I  was  telling  you  about. 
I;^^  [They  go  Old  to  the  tight. 

/ 

Nora. 
Well .? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
He's  gone  out  of  town. 

Nora. 
I  saw  it  in  your  face. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
He  comes  back  to  morrow  evening.      I  left  a 
note  for  him. 

Nora. 
You  shouldn't  have  done  that.     Things  must 
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take  their  course.      After  all,  there's   something 
glorious  in  waiting  for  the  miracle. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
What  is  it  you're  waiting  for  ? 

XoRA. 

Ohj  you  can't  understand.     Go  to  them  in  the 
dining-room  ;  I  shall  come  in  a  moment. 

[Mrs.  Linden  goes  into  the  dinvig-rooiti. 
Nora  stands  for  a  moment  as  though 
collecting  her  thoughts  ;  then  looks  at  her 
watch. 

Nora. 
Five.    Seven  hours  till  midnight.    Then  twenty- 
four   hours    till    the    next    midnight.     Then   the 
tarantella  will  be  over.     Twenty-four  and  seven.'' 
Thirty-one  hours  to  live. 

H  ELMER  appears  at  the  door,  right. 

Helmer. 
What  has  become  of  my  little  lark  .'' 

Nora. 
[Rtms  to  him  with  open  an?«^.]     Here  she  is  i 


ACT  THIRD 

The  same  room.  The  table,  nilh  the  chairs  around 
it,  in  the  middle.  A  lighted  lamp  on  the  table. 
The  door  to  the  hall  stands  open.  Dance  music 
is  heard  from  the  Jloor  above. 

Mrs.  Linden  sits  by  the  table  and  absenthj  turns  the 
pages  of  a  book.  She  tries  to  read,  but  seems 
unable  tojix  her  attention  ;  she  frequently  listens 
and  looks  anxiously  towards  the  hall  door. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Looks  at  her  watch.  |     Not  here  yet ;  and  the 

time  is  nearly  up.      If  only  he  hasn't [Listens 

again.^  Ah,  there  he  is.  [She  goes  into  the  hall 
and  cautiously  opens  the  outer  door ;  soft  footsteps 
are  heard  on  the  stairs  ;  she  whispers.]  Come  in  ; 
there  is  no  one  here. 

Krogstad. 
[In  the  doorwai/.]     I  found  a  note  from  you  at 
my  house.     What  does  it  mean  .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I  must  speak  to  you. 

Krogstad. 
Indeed  .''     And  in  this  house  .'' 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
I  could  not  see  you  at  my  rooms.      They  have 
no   separate    entrance.      Come  in ;    we   are   quite 
alone.     The  servants  are  asleep,  and  the  Helmers 
are  at  the  ball  upstairs. 

Krogst.\d. 
[Co7ni?ig  into  the  rouin^^     Ah  I     So  the   Helmers 
are  dancing  this  evening  t     Really  } 

Mrs.  Linden. 

Yes      Why  not  ? 

Krogst.\d. 
Quite  right.     Why  not .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
And  now  let  us  talk  a  little. 

Krogst.\d. 
Have  we  two  anything  to  say  to  each  other  } 

Mrs.  Linden. 
A  great  deal. 

Krogstad. 
I  should  not  have  thought  so. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Because  you  have  never  really  understood  me. 

Krogstad. 
What  was  there   to    understand }      The  most 
natural    thing  in  the  world — a  heartless  woman 
throws  a  man  over  when  a  better  match  offers. 
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Miis.  Linden. 

Do  you  really  think  me  so  heartless.''     Do  you 
think  I  broke  with  you  lightly  ? 

Krogstad. 
Did  you  not .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Do  you  really  think  so  ? 

Krogstad. 
If  not^  why  did  you  write  me  that  letter  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Was  it  not  best .''     Since   I   had   to  break  with 
you,  was  it  not  right  that  I   should  try  to  put  an 
end  to  all  that  you  felt  for  me  ? 

Krogstad. 
[Cloic/mig  his  hamLs  together  ]     So  that  was  it  } 
And  all  this — for  the  sake  of  money  ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
You  ought  not  to  forget  that   I   had  a   helpless 
mother  and  two  little    brothers       We  could  not 
wait  for  you,  Nils,  as  yoin-  prospects  then  stood. 

Krogstad. 
Perhaps  not ;    but  you   had  no  right  to  cast  me 
off  for  the   sake  of  others,   whoever  the   others 
might  be. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I    don't    know.       I    have    often    asked    myself 
whether  I  had  the  right. 

Krogstad. 
[^lore  softly.^     When   I   had  lost  you,  I  seemed 
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to  have  no  firm  ground  left  under  my  feet.  Look 
at  me  now.  1  ain  a  shipwrecked  man  clinging  to 
a  spar 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Rescue  may  be  at  hand. 

Krogstad. 
It  was  at  hand  ;  but  then  you  came  and  stood 
in  the  way. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Without  my  knowledge.  Nils.     I  did  not  know 
till  to-day  that  it  was  you  I  was  to  replace  in  the 
Bank. 

Krogstad. 
Well,  I  take  your  word  for  it.     But  now  that 
you  do  know,  do  you  mean  to  give  way .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
No,  for  that  would  not  help  you  in  the  least. 

Krogstad. 

Oh,  help,  help !     I   should  do  it  whether 

or  no. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
I     have    learnt    prudence.       Life    and    bitter 
necessity  have  schooled  me. 

Krogstad. 
.Vnd    life   has    taught    me    not    to    trust    fine 
s|)eeches. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Then  life  has  taught  you  a  very  sensible  thing. 
But  deeds  you  will  trust  ? 

VI 
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Krogstad, 
What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
You  said  you  were  a  shipwrecked  man,  clinging 
to  a  spar. 

Krogstad. 
I  have  good  reason  to  say  so. 

Mrs.   Linden. 
I  too  am  shipwrecked,  and  clinging  to  a  spar. 
I  have  no  one  to  mourn  for,  no  one  to  care  for. 

Krogstad. 
You  made  your  own  choice. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
No  choice  was  left  me. 

Krogstad. 
Well,  what  then  ? 

Mrs.    Linden. 
Nils,  how  if  we  two  shipwrecked  people  could 
join  hands .'' 

Krogstad. 
What! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Two  on  a  raft  have  a  better  chance  than  if  each 
clings  to  a  separate  spar. 

Krogstad. 
Christina ! 
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Mrs.   Linden. 
What  do  you  think  brought  me  to  town  ? 

Krogstad. 
Had  you  any  thought  of  me  .'' 

Mrs.   Linden. 

I  must  have  work  or  I  can't  bear  to  live.  All 
my  life,  as  long  as  I  can  remember,  I  have  worked  ; 
work  has  been  my  one  great  joy.  Now  I  stand 
quite  alone  in  the  world,  aimless  and  forlorn, 
i'here  is  no  happiness  in  working  for  one's  self. 
Nils,  give  me  somebody  and  something  to  work 
for. 

Krogstad. 

I  cannot  believe  in  all  this.  It  is  simply  a 
woman's  romantic  craving  for  self-sacrifice. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Have  you  ever  found  me  romantic  ? 

Krogstad. 

Would  you  really .''     Tell  me  :  do  you  know 

all  my  past } 

"         Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes. 

Krogstad. 
And  do  you  know  what  people  say  of  me  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Did   you   not   say  just   now  that  with   me  you 
could  have  been  another  man.'' 

Krogstad. 
1  am  sure  of  it. 


Il6  A   doll's   HOUSE.  [act  in. 

Mrs.   Linden. 
Is  it  too  late.'^ 

Krogstad. 
Christina,   do  you   know  what  you   are  doing  ? 
Yes,  you  do  ;  I  see  it  in  your  face.      Have  you  the 

coui'age  then ? 

Mrs.   Linden. 
I  need  some  one  to  be  a  mother  to,  and  your 
children  need  a  mother.     You  need  me,  and  I— 
I  need  you.      Nils,  I   believe  in  your  better  self. 
With  you  I  fear  nothing 

Krogstad. 
[Seizvig    her  hands.]     Thank    you — thank   you, 
Christina.     Now    I  shall  make  others  see  me  as 
you  do. — Ah,  I  forgot 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Listening.]     Hush!    The  tarantella  i    Go!  go! 

Krogstad. 
Why  ?     What  is  it  } 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Don't  you  hear  the  dancing  overhead  ?     As  soon 
as  that  is  over  they  will  be  here. 

Krogstad. 
Oh  yes,  I  shall  go.      Nothing  will  come  of  this, 
after  all.     Of  course,  you  don't  know  tiie  step  I 
have  taken  against  the  Helmers. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes,  Nils,  I  do  know. 
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Krogstad. 
And  yet  you  have  the  courage  to- 


Mrs.   Linden. 
I  know  to  what  lengths  despair  can  drive  a  man. 

Krogstad. 
Oh,  if  I  could  only  undo  it ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
You  could.     Your  letter  is  still  in  the  box. 

Krogstad. 
Are  you  sure  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 

Yes;  but 

Krogstad. 
[^Looking  to  her  searcking/ij.^     Is  that  what  it  all 
means  ?     You   want   to  save  your  friend   at  any 
price.     Say  it  out — is  that  your  idea  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
'- — ICilsTli  woman  who  has  once  sold  herself  for  the 
sake  of  others,  does  not  do  so  again. 

Krogstad. 
I  shall  demand  my  letter  back  again. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
No,  no. 

Krogstad. 
Yes,  of  course.     I  shall  wait  till  Helmer  comes ; 
I   shall  tell  him  to  give   it  back  to  me— that  it's 
only  about  my   dismissal — that   I    don't  want  it 
read 
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Mrs.   Linden. 
No,  Nils,  you  must  not  recall  the  letter. 

Krogstad. 

But  tell  me,  wasn't  that  just  why  you  got  me 
to  come  here  .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 

Yes,  in  my  first  alarm.  But  a  day  has  passed 
since  then,  and  in  that  day  I  have  seen  incredible 
things  in  this  house.  Helnier  must  know  every- 
thing ;  there  must  be  an  end  to  this  unhappy 
secret.  These  two  must  come  to  a  full  under- 
standing. They  must  have  done  with  all  these 
shifts  and  subterfuges. 

Krogstad. 
Very  well,  if  you  like  to  risk  it.    But  one  thing 
I  can  do,  and  at  once 

Mrs.   Linden. 
[Listenmg.'\     Make  haste  !     Go,  go  !    The  dance 
is  over  ;  we're  not  safe  another  moment. 

Krogstad. 
I  shall  wait  for  you  in  the  street. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes,  do ;  you  must  see  me  home. 

Krogstad. 
I  never  was  so  happy  in  all  my  life  ! 

[Krogstad  goes  out  by  the  outer  door.  The 
door  between  the  room  mid  the  hall 
remains  open. 
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Mrs.  Linden. 
^Arrangi7ig  the  room  and  getting  her  outdoor 
things  together. '\  What  a  change  !  What  a  change  ! 
To  have  some  one  to  work  for,  to  live  for ;  a 
home  to  make  happy  !  Well,  it  shall  not  be  my 
fault  if  I  fail. — I  wish  they  would  come. — \^Listens.^ 
Ah,  here  they  are  !     I  must  get  my  things  on. 

[Takes  bonnet  and  cloak.  Helmer's  and 
Nora's  voices  are  heard  outside,  a  key 
is  turned  in  the  lock,  and  Helmer  drags 
Nora  almost  by  force  into  the  hall.  She 
wears  the  Italian  costume  with  a  large 
black  shawl  over  it.  He  is  in  evening 
dress  and  wears  a  black  domino,  open. 

Nora. 
[Struggling  with  him  in  the  doorway.  ]     No,  no,  no  ! 
I  won't  go  in  !     I  want  to  go  upstairs  again  ;  I  don't 
want  to  leave  so  early ! 

Helmer. 
But,  my  dearest  girl ! 

Nora. 
Oh,  please,  please,  Torvald,  I    beseech  you — 
only  one  hour  more  ! 

Helmer. 
Not  one  minute  more,   Nora  dear ;  you  know 
what  we  agreed.     Come,  come  in  ;  you're  catching 
cold  here. 

[He  leads  her  gently  into  the  room  in  spite 
of  her  resistance. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Good-evening. 
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Nora. 
Christina ! 

Helmer. 
What,  Mrs.  Linden  !     You  here  so  late  .'' 

Mrs.   Linden. 
Yes,  I  ought  to  apologise.     I  did  so  want  to 
see  Nora  in  her  costume. 

Nora. 
Have  you  been  sitting  here  waiting  for  me  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes  ;   unfortunately  I  came  too  late.     You  had 
gone    upstairs   already,  and   I  felt    I  couldn't  go 
away  without  seeing  you. 

Helmer. 
YFakmg  Nora's   shawl  off.]       Well    then,   just 
look  at  her  !     I  assure  you  she's  worth  it.     Isn't 
she  lovely,  Mrs.  Linden  ? 

Mrs    Linden. 
Yes,  I  must  say 

Helmer. 
Isn't  she  exquisite .''     Every  one   said  so.     But 
she's    dreadfully   obstinate,  dear    little    creature. 
What's  to  be  done  with  her  }     Just  think,  I  had 
almost  to  force  her  away. 

Nora. 
Oh,  Torvald,  youll  be  sorry  some  day  that  you 
didn't   let    me  stay,  if    only   for    one    half-hour 
more. 
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H  ELMER. 

There  !  You  hear  her,  Mrs.  Linden  }  She 
dances  her  tarantella  with  wild  applause,  and  well 
she  deserved  it,  I  must  say — though  there  was, 
perhaps,  a  little  too  much  nature  in  her  rendering 
of  the  idea—  more  than  was,  strictly  speaking, 
artistic.  But  never  mind — the  point  is,  she  made 
a  great  success,  a  tremendous  success.  Was  I  to 
let  her  remain  after  that — to  weaken  the  impres- 
sion .''  Not  if  I  know  it.  I  took  my  sweet  little 
Capri  girl — my  capricious  little  Capri  girl,  I  might 
say — under  mv  arm  ;  a  rapid  turn  round  the  room, 
a  curtsey  to  all  sides,  and — as  they  say  in  novels — 
the  lovely  apparition  vanished  !  An  exit  should 
always  be  effective,  Mrs.  Linden  ;  but  I  can't  get 
Nora  to  see  it.  By  Jove  !  it's  warm  here.  [^TkroiDs 
his  domino  on  a  chair  and  opens  the  door  to  his  roo7n.^ 
What  !  No  light  there  .''  Oh,  of  course.  Excuse 
me [Goes  in  and  lights  candles. 

Nora. 
[  Whispers  breathlessly.]     Well  ? 
Mrs.  Linden. 
[Sojili/.]     I've  spoken  to  him. 

Nora. 

And } 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Nora — you    must    tell    your    husband    every- 
thing  

Nora. 
[Tone less li/.]     I  knew  it ! 

Mrs.  Linden, 
You  have  nothing  to  fear  from  Krogstad  ;  but 
you  must  speak  out. 
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Nora. 
I  shall  not  speak  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Then  the  letter  will. 

Nora. 
Thank  you,  Christina.     Now  I  know  what  I  have 
to  do.     Hush ! 

H  ELMER. 

[Coming  back.^     Well,   Mrs.   Linden,  have  you 
admired  her.^ 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes;  and  now  I  must  say  good-night. 

H  ELMER. 

What,  already?      Does  this  knitting  belong  to 
you  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
[Takes  i7.]  Yes,  thanks  ;  I  was  nearly  forgetting 
it. 

Helmer. 
Then  you  do  knit .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes. 

Helmer. 
Do  you  know,  you  ought  to  embroider  instead  .'' 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Indeed  !     Why  ? 

Helmer. 
Because  it's  so  much  prettier.    Look  now  !  You 
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hold  the  embroidery  in  the  left  hand,  so,  and  then 
work  the  needle  with  the  right  hand,  in  a  long, 
graceful  curve— don't  you  ? 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Yes,  I  suppose  so. 

Helmer. 

But  knitting  is  always  ugly.     Just  look— your 

arms  close  to  your  sides,  and  the  needles  going  up 

and  down — there's  something  Chinese  about  it  — 

They  really  gave  us  splendid  champagne  to-night. 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Well,  good-night,  Nora,  and  don't  be  obstinate 
any  more. 

Helmer. 

Well  said,  Mrs.  Linden  ! 

Mrs.  Linden. 
Good-night,  Mr.  Helmer. 

Helmer. 

[Accompanying  her  to  the  door.\  Good-night, 
good  night  ;  I  hope  you'll  get  safely  home.  I 
should  be  glad  to — but  you  have  such  a  short  way 
to  go.  Good-night,  good-night.  [  She  goes  ; 
Helmer  shuts  the  door  after  her  and  comes  forward 
again.^  At  last  we've  got  rid  of  her:  she's  a 
terrible  bore. 

Nora. 

Aren't  you  very  tired,  Torvald  .'' 

Helmer. 
No,  not  in  the  least. 
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Nora. 
Nor  sleepy  ? 

Helmer. 
Not  a  bit.     I  feel  particularly  lively.    But  you  ? 
You  do  look  tired  and  sleepy. 

Nora. 
Yes,  very  tired.      I  shall  soon  sleep  now. 

Helmer. 
There,  you  see.     I  was  right  after  all  not  to  let 
you  stay  longer. 

Nora. 
Oh,  everything  you  do  is  right. 

Helmer. 
[Kissi?ig  her  forehead.]    Now  my  lark  is  speaking 
like  a  reasonable  being.   Did  you  notice  how  jolly 
Rank  was  this  evening  .'' 

Nora. 
Indeed  }   Was  he  .''   I  had  no  chance  of  speaking 
to  him. 

Helmer. 
Nor  I,  much  ;  but  I  haven't  seen  him  in  such 
good  spirits  for  a  long  time.  [Looks  at  Nora  a 
Utile,  then  comes  nearer  her.^^  It's  splendid  to  be 
back  in  oiir  own  home,  to  be  quite  alone  together  ! 
— Oh,  you  enchanting  creature  ! 

Nora. 
Don't  look  at  me  in  that  way,  Torvald. 

Helmer. 
I  am  not  to  look  at  my  dearest  treasure  .'' — at  all 
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the  loveliness  that  is  mine,  mine  only,  wholly  and 
entirely  mine  ? 

Nora. 
[Goes  to  the  other  side  of  the  table.]    You  mustn't 
say  these  things  to  me  this  evening. 

H  ELMER. 

[Follofving.]  I  see  you  have  the  tarantella  still 
in  your  blood — and  that  makes  you  all  the  more 
enticing.  Listen  !  the  other  people  are  going 
now.  [More  softly.]  Nora — soon  the  whole  house 
will  be  still, 

Nora. 

Yes,  I  hope  so. 

Helmer. 

Yes,  don't  you,  Nora  darling  .''  When  we  are 
among  strangers,  do  you  know  why  I  speak  so 
little  to  you,  and  keep  so  far  away,  and  only  steal 
a  glance  at  you  now  and  then — do  you  know  why 
I  do  it  ?  Because  1  am  fancying  that  we  love  each 
other  in  secret,  that  I  am  secretly  betrothed  to 
you,  and  that  no  one  dreams  that  there  is  any- 
thing between  us. 

Nora. 

Yes,  yes,  yes.  I  know  all  your  thoughts  are  with 
me. 

Helmer. 

And  then,  when  the  time  comes  to  go,  and  I  put 
the  shawl  about  your  smooth,  soft  shoulders,  and 
this  glorious  neck  of  yours,  I  imagine  you  are  my 
bride,  that  our  marriage  is  just  over,  that  I  am 
bringing  you  for  the  first  time  to  my  home — that 
1  am  alone  with  you  for  the  first  time — quite  alone 
with  you,  in  your  trembling  loveliness  !     All  this 
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evening  I  have  been  longing  for  you,  and  you  only. 
When  I  watched  you  swaying  and  whirling  in 
the  tarantella — my  blood  boiled^ — I  could  endure 
it  no  longer  ;  and  that's  why  I  made  you  come 
home  with  me  so  early 

Nora. 
Go  now,  Torvald  1    Go  away  from  me.     I  won't 
have  all  this. 

H  ELMER. 

What  do  you  mean  ?  Ah,  I  see  you're  teasing 
me,  little  Nora !  Won't — won't  !  Am  I  not  your 
husband .''  [A  knock  at  the  outer  door. 

Nora. 
[StartsJ\     Did  you  hear } 

Helmer. 
[Going  towards  the  ha/L]     Who's  there  ? 

Rank 

[Outside.'l     It  is  I;  may  I  come  in  for  a  moment  .'' 

Helmer. 
[In  a  low  tone,  annoyed.^    Oh  I  what  can  he  want 
just  now  .''    [A/ond.]  Wait  a  moment.  [Opens  door.] 
Come,  it's  nice  of  you  to  look  in. 

Rank. 
I  thought   I    heard   \our  voice,  and  that  put  it 
into  my  head.     [Lookx  round.]     Ah,  this  dear  old 
place  I     How  cosy  you  two  are  here  ! 

Helmer. 
You  seemed  to  find  it  pleasant  enough  upstairs, 
too. 


ACT  III.]  A   doll's   house.  127 

Rank. 
Exceedingly.      Why  not  ?     Why  shouldn't  one 
take  one's  share  of  everything  in  this  world  ?  All 
one  can,  at  least,  and  as  long  as  one  can.  The  wine 

was  splendid 

Helmer. 
Especially  the  champagne. 

Rank. 

Did  you  notice  it?     It's  incredible  the  quantity 
I  contrived  to  get  down. 

Nora. 
Torvald  drank  plenty  of  champagne,  too. 

Rank. 
Did  he  } 

Nora. 
Yes,  and  it  always  puts  him  in  such  spirits. 

Rank. 
Well,  why  shouldn't  one   have  a  jolly  evening 
after  a  well-spent  day  .'' 

Hei.mer. 
Well-spent  !     W^ell,  I  haven't  much  to  boast  of 
in  that  respect. 

Rank. 
[Slapping  him  on  the  shoulder.]     But  I  have,  don't 
you  see  .'' 

Nora. 
I  suppose  you  have  been  engaged  in  a  scientific 
investigation,  Doctor  Rank .'' 
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Rank. 
Quite  right. 

H  ELMER. 

Bless  me  !     Little  Nora  talking  about  scientific 
investigations  I 

Nora, 
Am  I  to  congratulate  you  on  the  result  ? 

R\NK. 

By  all  means. 

Nora. 
It  was  good  then  .'' 

Rank. 
The  best  possible,  both  for  doctor  and  patient 
— certainty. 

Nora. 
[Quickly  and  searchingly .'\     Certainty  } 

Rank. 
Absolute   certainty.     Wasn't  I  right  to   enjoy 
myself  after  that  ? 

Nora. 
Yes,  quite  right,  Doctor  Rank. 

Helmer. 
And  so  say  I,  provided  you  don't  have  to  pay 
for  it  to-morrow. 

Rank. 
Well,  in    this  life    nothing   is    to  be    had  for 
nothing. 

Nora. 
Doctor  Rank — I'm   sure  you  are  very  fond  of 
masquerades  ? 
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Rank. 
Yes,     when    there     are     plenty    of  amusing 

disguises 

Nora. 

Tell  me,  what  shall  we  two  be   at  our  next 
masquerade .'' 

H  ELMER. 

Little   featherbrain  !     Thinking  of  your  next 
already ! 

Rank. 
We  two  ?    I'll  tell  you.     You  must  go  as  a  good 
fairy. 

Helmer. 

Ah,  but  what  costume  would  indicate  that? 

Rank. 
She^has  simply  to  wear  her  everyday  dress. 

Helmer. 
Capital !     But  don't  you  know  what  you  will  be 
yourself.'' 

Rank. 
Yes,  my  dear  friend,  1  am  perfectly  clear  upon 
that  point. 

Helmer. 
Well  ? 

Rank. 
At  the  next  masquerade  I  shall  be  invisible. 

Helmer. 
What  a  comical  idea  ! 

Rank. 
There's  a  big  black  hat — haven't  you  heard  of 
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the  invisible  hat?     It  comes  down  all  over  you, 
and  then  no  one  can  see  you. 

H  ELMER. 

[  With  a  suppressed  .s-7ni/e.^    No,  you're  right  there. 

Rank. 
But    I'm    quite   forgetting    what    I    came    for. 
Helmer,    give    me    a    cigar — one    of    the    dark 
Havanas. 

Helmer. 
With  the  greatest  pleasure.     [Hands  cigar-case. 

Rank. 
[Takes  one  and  cuts  the  end  off.]    Thank  you. 

Nora. 
[Striking  a  wax  match.]     Let  me  give  you  a  light. 

Rank. 
A  thousand  thanks. 

[She  holds  the  match.     He  lights  his  cigar  at 
it. 

Rank. 
And  now,  good-bye ! 

Helmer. 
Good-bye,  good-bye,  my  dear  fellow, 

Nora. 
Sleep  well,  Doctor  Rank. 

Rank. 
Thanks  for  the  wish. 
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Nora. 
Wish  me  the  same. 

Rank. 
You  }    Very  well,  since  you  ask  me — Sleep  well. 
And  thanks  for  the  light. 

[//e  nods  to  them  both  and  goes  out. 

Helmer. 
[In  an  undertone.]     He's  been  drinking  a  good 
deal. 

Nora. 
[Absently.]     I  daresay.     [Helmer  takes  his  bunch 
of  keys  from  his   pocket    and   goes    into    the   hall.] 
Torvald,  what  are  you  doing  there  .'' 

Helmer. 
I  must   empty  the    letter  box  ;  it's  quite  full ; 
there    will     be     no     room    for    the    newspapers 
to-morrow  morning. 

Nora. 
Are  you  going  to  work  to  night  ? 

Helmer. 

You   know  very  well   I  am  not. — Why,  how  is 
this  .''     Some  one  has  been  at  the  lock. 

Nora. 

The  lock ? 

Helmer. 
I'm   sure  of  it.     What  dees  it  mean?     I  can't 

think  that   the  servants ?     Here's  a  broken 

hair-pin.     Nora,  it's  one  of  yours 

Nora. 
[Quickly.]     It  must  have  been  the  children 
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H  ELMER. 

Then  you  must  break  them  of  such  tricks. — 
There!  At  last  I've  got  it  open.  [Takes  contents 
out  and  calls  into  the  kitchen. \  Ellen  I — Ellen,  just 
put  the  hall  door  lamp  out. 

[He  returns  with  letters  in  his  hand,  and  shuts 
the  inner  door. 

Helmer. 
Just  see  how  they've  accumulated.     YTuming 
them  oiier.]     Why,  what's  this  .^ 

Nora. 
[At  the  windoTv.]  The  letter  !  Oh  no,  no,  Torvald  ! 

Helmer. 
Two  visiting-cards — from  Rank. 

Nora. 
From  Doctor  Rank  ? 

Helmer. 
[Looking  at  ///ew.]    Doctor  Rank.   They  were  on 
the  top.     He  must  just  have  put  them  in. 

Nora. 
Is  there  anything  on  them  ? 

Helmer. 
There's  a  black  cross  over  the  name.     Look  at 
it.     What  an  unpleasant  idea  !      It  looks  just  as  if 
he  were  announcing  his  own  death. 

Nora. 
So  he  is. 
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Helmer. 
What  !     Do  you  know  anything  ?     Has  he  told 
you  anything  ? 

Nora. 
Yes.     These  cards  mean  that  he  has  taken  his 
last  leave  of  us.   He  is  going  to  shut  himself  up 
and  die. 

Helmer. 
Poor  fellow  !     Of  course  I   knew  we  couldn't 

hope  to  keep  him  long.     But  so  soon !     And 

to  go  and  creep    into    his    lair    like   a  wounded 

animal 

Nora. 
When  we  must  go,  it  is  best  to  go  silently 
Don't  you  think  so,  Torvald  .'' 

Helmer. 
[Walking  up  and  do7vn  ]  He  had  so  grown  into 
our  lives,  I  can't  realise  that  he  is  gone.  He 
and  his  sufferings  and  his  loneliness  formed  a  sort 
of  cloudy  background  to  the  sunshine  of  our  happi- 
ness.— Well,  perhaps  it's  best  as  it  is — at  any  rate 
for  him.  [Stands  slil/.]  And  perhaps  for  us  too, 
Nora.  Now  we  two  are  thrown  entirely  upon  each 
other.  [Takes  her  in  his  arms.^  My  darling  wiie  ! 
I  feel  as  if  I  could  never  hold  you  close  enough. 
Do  you  know,  Nora,  I  often  wish  some  danger 
might  threaten  you,  that  I  might  risk  body  and 
soul,  and  everything,  everything,  for  your  dear 
sake. 

Nora. 
[Tears  herself  from  him  and  says  firmly.^      Now 
you  shall  read  your  letters,  Torvald. 
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Helmer. 

No,  no ;  not  to-night.     I  want  to  be  with  you, 
my  sweet  wife. 

Nora. 
With  the  thought  of  your  dying  friend .'' 

Helmer. 
You  are  right.     This  has  shaken  us  both.     Un- 
loveliness  has    come     between    us — thoughts    ot 
death  and  decay.     We  must  seek  to  cast  them  off. 
Till  then — we  will  remain  apart. 

Nora. 
[Her  arms   round   his  ?ieck.^     Torvald  !     Good- 
night !  good-night ! 

Helmer. 
[Kissing  her  forehead.]     Good-night,   my  little 
song-bird.     Sleep  well,  Nora.    Now  I  shall  go  and 
read  my  letters. 

[He  goes  with  the  letters  in  his  hand  into  his 
room  and  shuts  the  dcor. 

Nora. 
[With  wild  eyes,  gropes  about  her,  seizes  Helmer's 
domijio,  throws  it  round  her,  and  whispers  quickly, 
hoarsehj,  and  brokenly.]  Never  to  see  him  again. 
Never,  never,  never.  [Throws  her  shand  over  her 
head.]  Never  to  see  the  children  again.  Never, 
never. — Oh  that  black,  icy  water !  Oh  that  bottom- 
less  !     If  it  were  only  over  !     Now  he  has  it ; 

he's  reading  it.     Oh,  no,  no,  no,  not  yet.    Torvald, 

good-bye !     Good-bye,  my  little  ones  ! 

[She  is  rushing  out  by  the  hall  ;  at  the  same 
moment  Helmer  Jlings  his  door  open,  and 
stafids  there  with  an  open  letter  in  his  hand. 
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H  ELMER. 

Nora  ' 

Nora. 
[Shrieks.]     Ah ! 

HeLxMER. 

What  is  this  }     Do  you   know  what  is   in   this 
letter  ? 

Nora. 
Yes,  I  know.     Let  me  go  !     Let  me  pass ! 

Helmer. 
[Holds  her  back.]     Where  do  you  want  to  go  ? 

Nora. 
[Tries  to  break  arcay  from  him?^     You  shall  not 
save  me,  Torvald. 

Helmer. 
[Falling  back?^     True  !     Is  what  he  writes  true  .'' 
No,  no,  it  is  impossible  that  this  can  be  true. 

Nora. 
It  is  true.      I  have  loved  you  beyond  all  else  in 
the  world. 

Helmer. 
Pshaw — no  silly  evasions  ! 

Nora. 
[A  step  nearer  hiin.]     Torvald ! 

Helmer. 
Wretched  woman — what  have  you  done  ' 

Nora. 
Let  me  go — you  shall  not  save  me  I     You  shall 
not  take  my  guilt  upon  yourself! 
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Helmer. 

I  don't  want  any  melodramatic  airs.  [Locks  the 
oilier  door.^  Here  you  shall  stay  and  give  an 
account  of  yourself.  Do  you  understand  what  you 
have  done  ?     Answer  !     Do  you  understand  it  ? 

Nora. 
[Looks  at  him  fixed li/,  and  says  with  a  stiffening 
expression.^     Yes  ;  now  I  begin  fully  to  understand 
it. 

Helmer. 
[Walking  up  and  donm.]  Oh!  what  an  awful 
awakening  !  During  all  these  eight  years — she 
who  was  my  pride  and  my  joy — a  hypocrite,  a  liar 
— worse,  worse — a  criminal.  Oh,  the  unfathom- 
able hideousness  of  it  all  I     Ugh  !     Ugh  ! 

[Nora   says  nothing,  and  continues  to  look 
Jixedly  at  him. 

Helmer. 
I  ought  to  have  known  how  it  would  be.  I 
ought  to  have  foreseen  it.  All  your  father's  want 
of  principle — be  silent  ! — all  your  father's  want  of 
principle  you  have  inherited — no  religion,  no 
morality,  no  sense  of  duty.  How  I  am  punished 
for  screening  him  I  I  did  it  for  your  sake ;  and 
you  reward  me  like  this. 

Nora. 
Yes — like  this. 

Helmer. 

You  have  destroyed  my  whole  happiness.     You 

have  ruined  my  future.     Oh,  it's  frightful  to  think 

of!     1  am  in  the  power  of  a  scoundrel ;   he  can  do 

whatever  he  pleases  with  me,  demand  whatever 
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he  chooses ;  he  can  domineer  over  me  as  much  as 
he  hkes,  and  I  must  submit.  And  all  this  disaster 
and  ruin  is  brought  upon  me  by  an  unprincipled 
woman  ! 

Nora. 
When  I  am  out  of  the  world,  you  will  be  free. 

Helmer. 
Oh,  no  fine  phrases.  Your  father,  too,  was 
always  ready  with  them.  What  good  would  it  do 
me,  if  you  were  "  out  of  the  world,"  as  you  say  .'' 
No  good  whatever  I  He  can  publish  the  story  all 
the  same  ;  I  might  even  be  suspected  of  collusion. 
People  will  think  1  was  at  the  bottom  of  it  all 
and  egged  you  on.  And  for  all  this  I  have  you  to 
thank — you  whom  I  have  done  nothing  but  pet 
and  spoil  during  our  whole  married  life.  Do  you 
understand  now  what  you  have  done  to  me  ? 

Nora. 
[  With  cold  calmness.]     Yes. 

Helmer. 
The  thing  is  so  incredible,  I  can't  grasp  it.  But 
we  must  come  to  an  understanding.  Take  that 
shawl  off.  Take  it  off,  I  say  !  I  must  try  to 
pacify  him  in  one  way  or  another — the  matter 
must  be  hushed  up,  cost  what  it  may. — As  for  you 
and  me,  we  must  make  no  outward  change  in  our 
way  of  life — no  outward  change,  you  under- 
stand. Of  course,  you  will  continue  to  live  here. 
But  the  children  cannot  be  left  in  your  care.  I 
dare  not  trust  them  to  you.— Oh,  to  have  to  say 
this  to  one  I  have  loved  so  tenderly — whom  I 
still !     But  that  must  be  a  thing  of  the  past. 
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Henceforward  there  can  be  no  question  of  happi- 
ness, but  merely  of  saving  the  ruins,  the  shreds, 

the  show \_A  ring;  Helmer  starts.^     What's 

that  ?     So    late !      Can    it    be    the   worst  ?     Can 

he ?     Hide  yourself,  Nora ;  say  you  are  ill. 

[Nora   stands   motionless.       Helmer  goes 
to  the  door  and  opens  it. 

Ellen. 
[Half  dressed,  in  the  hall.]     Here  is  a  letter  for 
you,  ma'am. 

Helmer. 
Give  it  to  me.     [Seizes  the  letter  and  shuts  the 
door.]     Yes,  from  him.     You  shall  not  have  it.     I 
shall  read  it. 

Nora. 
Read  it ! 

Helmer. 
[Bi/  the  lamp.]  I  have  hardly  the  courage  to. 
We  may  both  be  lost,  both  you  and  I.  Ah  !  I 
must  know.  [Hastily  tears  the  letter  open  ;  reads  a 
few  lines,  looks  at  an  enclosure  ;  nith  a  crt/  of  joy ^ 
Nora !  [Nora   looks  inqidnngly  at  him. 

Helmer. 
Nora  ! — Oh  !  I  must  read  it  again. — Yes,  yes, 
it  is  so.     1  am  saved  !     Nora,  I  am  saved  ! 

Nora. 
And  I  } 

Helmer. 
You  too,  of  course  ;  we  are  both  saved,  both  of  us. 
Look  here — he  sends  you  back  your  promissory 
note.     He  writes  that  he  regrets  and  apologises 
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that    a    happy    turn   in    his    life Oh,   what 

matter   what   he   writes.      We   are   saved,   Nora  I 

No  one  can  harm  you.     Oh,  Nora,  Nora ;  but 

first    to    get  rid    of  this   hateful   thing.     I'll  just 

see [G/ancex  at  the  I.O.U.]      No,  I  will  not 

look  at  it;  the  whole  thing  shall  be  nothing  but 
a  dream  to  me.  [Tears  the  I.O.U.  ami  both  letters 
in  pieces.  Throws  them  into  the  fire  and  watches 
them  hum.]     There  I  it's  gone  I — He  said  that  ever 

since  Christmas  Eve Oh,   Nora,  they  must 

have  been  three  terrible  days  for  you  I 

Nora. 

I  have  fought  a  hard  fight  for  the  last  three 
days. 

Helmer. 

And  in  your  agony  you   saw   no   other  outlet 

but No  ;  we  won't  think  of  that  horror.    We 

will  only  rejoice  and  repeat — it's  over,  all  over  ! 
Don't  you  hear,  Nora  ?  You  don't  seem  able  to 
grasp  it.  Yes,  it's  over.  What  is  this  set  look 
on  your  face  ?  Oh,  my  poor  Nora,  I  understand  : 
you  cannot  believe  that  I  have  forgiven  you.  But 
I  have,  ^ora ;  I  swear  it.  I  have  forgiven  every- 
thing. I  know  that  what  you  did  was  all  for  love 
of  me. 

Nora. 

That  is  true. 

Helmer. 

You  loved  me  as  a  wife  should  love  her  husband. 

CIt  was  only  the  means  that,  in  your  inexperience, 
you  misjudged.  But  do  you  think  I  love  you  the 
less  because  you  cannot  do  without  guidance .'' 
No,  no.  Only  lean  on  me  ;  I  will  counsel  you, 
and  guide  you.      I  should  be  no  true  man  if  this 
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very  womanly  helplessness  did  not  make  you 
doubly  dear  in  my  eyes.  You  mustn't  dwell  upon 
the  hard  things  I  said  in  my  first  moment  of 
terror,  when  the  world  seemed  to  be  tumbling 
about  my  ears.  I  have  forgiven  you,  Nora — I 
swear  I  have  forgiven  you. 

Nora. 
I  thank  you  for  your  forgiveness. 

[Goes  out,  to  the  right. 
Helmer. 

No,  stay !     [Looking  through  the  doorway.^ 

What  are  you  going  to  do  .^ 

Nora. 
[Inside.^     To  take  off  my  masquerade  dress. 

Helmer. 
[In  the  doonvay.]  Yes,  do,  dear.  Try  to  calm 
down,  and  recover  your  balance,  my  scared  little 
song-bird.  You  may  rest  secure.  I  have  broad 
wings  to  shield  you.  [  Walking  up  and  down  near 
the  door.^  Oh,  how  lovely — how  cosj' our  home  is, 
Nora !  Here  you  are  safe  ;  here  I  can  shelter 
you  like  a  hunted  dove  whom  I  have  saved  from 
the  claws  of  the  hawk.  I  shall  soon  bring  your 
poor  beating  heart  to  rest ;  believe  me,  Nora,  very 
soon.  To-morrow  all  this  will  seem  quite  different 
— everything  will  be  as  before.  I  shall  not  need 
to  tell  you  again  that  I  forgive  you  ;  you  will  feel 
for  yourself  that  it  is  true.  How  could  you  think 
I  could  find  it  in  my  heart  to  drive  you  away,  or 
even  so  much  as  to  reproach  you  .''  Oh,  you  don't 
know  a  true  man's  heart,  Nora.  There  is  some- 
thing indescribably  sweet  and  soothing  to  a  man 
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in  having  forgiven  his  wife — honestly  forgiven 
her,  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart.  She  becomes 
his  property  in  a  double  sense.  She  is  as  though 
born  again  ;  she  has  become,  so  to  speak,  at  once 
his  wife  and  his  child.  That  is  what  you  shall 
henceforth  be  to  me,  my  bewildered,  helpless 
darling.  Don't  be  troubled  about  anything, 
Nora ;  only  open  your  heart  to  me,  and  I  will  be 
both  will  and  conscience  to  you.  [Nora  enlers  in 
everifdmi  dress^^  Why,  what's  this  .''  Not  gone  to 
bed  .''     You  have  changed  your  dress .'' 

Nora. 
Yes,  Torvald  ;  now  I  have  changed  my  dress. 

Helmer. 
But  why  now,  so  late .'' 

Nora. 
I  shall  not  sleep  to-night. 

Helmer. 
But,  Nora  dear 

Nora. 
\hooking  at   her   watch.]      It's   not  so  late  yet. 
Sit  down,  Torvald  ;  you  and  I  have  much  to  say  to 
each  other.  [She  xits  at  one  side  of  the  table. 

Helmer. 
Nora — what  does  this  mean  .''     Your  cold,  set 

face 

Nora. 
Sit  down.     It  will  take  some  time.     I  have  much 
to  talk  over  with  you. 

[Helmer  sits  at  the  other  side  of  the  table. 
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Helmer. 
You  alarm  me,  Nora.     I  don't  understand  you. 

Nora. 
No,  that  is  just  it.     You  don't  understand  me  ; 
and  I  have  never  understood  you — till  to-night. 
No,  don't  interrupt.     Only  listen  to  what  I  say. — 
We  must  come  to  a  final  settlement,  Torvald. 

Helmer. 
How  do  you  mean  ? 

Nora. 
[After   a   short   .silence.'\     Does  not    one    thing 
strike  you  as  we  sit  here  .'' 

Helmer. 
What  should  strike  me  ? 

Nora. 
We   have  been   manned  eight  years.     Does  it 
not  strike  you   that  this  is  the  first  time  we  two, 
you  and   I,  man  and  wife,  have  talked  together 
seriously  .'' 

Helmer. 
Seriously  !     What  do  you  call  seriously  .'' 

Nora. 
During  eight  whole  years,  and  more — ever  since 
the  day  we  first  met — we  have  never  exchanged 
one  serious  word  about  serious  things. 

Helmer. 
Was  I  always  to  trouble  you  with  the  cares  you 
could  not  help  m.e  to  bear  } 


ACT  III.]  A    doll's    house.  143 

Nora. 
I  am  not  talking  of  cares.     I  say  that  we  have 
never  yet  set  ourselves  seriously  to  get    to  the 
bottom  of  anything. 

Helmer. 
Why,  my  dearest  Nora,  what  have  you  to  do 
with  serious  things  ? 

Nora. 
There  we  have  it !    You  have  never  understood 
me. — I  have  had  great  injustice  done  me,  Torvald; 
first  by  father,  and  then  by  you. 

Helmer. 
What !     By  your  father  and  me  .'' — By  us,  who 
have  loved  you  more  than  all  the  world  ? 

Nora 
[Shaking  her  head.]     You  have  never  loved  me. 
You  only  thought  it  amusing  to  be  in  love  with 
me. 

Helmer. 

Why,  Nora,  what  a  thing  to  say ! 

Nora. 
Yes,  it  is  so,  Torvald.  While  I  was  at  home 
with  father,  he  used  to  tell  me  all  his  opinions, 
and  I  held  the  same  opinions.  If  I  had  others  I 
said  nothing  about  them,  because  he  wouldn't 
have  liked  it.  He  used  to  call  me  his  doll-child, 
and  played  with  me  as  I  played  with  my  dolls. 
Then  I  came  to  live  in  your  house 

Helmer. 
What  an  expression  to  use  about  our  marriage ! 
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Nora. 
[Undisturbed.]  I  mean  1  passed  from  father's 
hands  into  yours.  You  arranged  everything 
according  to  your  taste  ;  and  I  got  the  same  tastes 
as  you  ;  or  I  pretended  to — I  don't  know  which  — 
both  ways,  perhaps  ;  sometimes  one  and  sometimes 
the  other.  When  I  look  back  on  it  now,  I  seem 
to  have  been  living  here  like  a  beggar,  from  hand 
to  mouth.  I  lived  by  performing  tricks  for  you, 
Torvald.  But  you  would  have  it  so.  You  and 
father  have  done  me  a  great  wrong.  It  is  your 
fault  that  my  life  has  come  to  nothing. 

H  ELMER. 

Why,  Nora,  how  unreasonable  and  ungrateful 
you  are  I     Have  you  not  been  happy  here  .'' 

Nora. 
No,  never.     I  thought  I  was  ;  but  I  never  was. 

Helmer. 

Not — not  happy  ! 

Nora. 

No ;  only  merry.  And  you  have  always  been  so 
kind  to  me.  But  our  house  has  been  nothing  but 
a  pi  ay- room.  Here-J— hay.e_been  your  doll-wife, 
just  as  at  home  I  used  to  be  papa's  doll-child. 
And  the  children,  in  their  turn,  have  been  my 
dolls.  I  thought  it  fun  when  you  played  with  me, 
just  as  the  children  did  when  I  played  with  them. 
That  has  been  our  marriage,  Torvald. 

Helmer. 
There  is  some  truth  in  what  you  say,  exaggerated 
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and  overstrained  though  it  be.  But  henceforth  it 
shall  be  different.  Play-time  is  over;  now  comes 
the  time  for  education. 

Nora. 
Whose  education  .''     Mine,  or  the  children's  ? 

H  ELMER. 

Both,  my  dear  Nora. 

Nora. 
Oh,  Torvald,  you  are  not  the  man  to  teach  me 
to  be  a  fit  wife  for  you. 

H  ELMER. 

And  you  can  say  that  ? 

Nora. 

And  I — how  have  I  prepared  myself  to  educate 
the  children  ? 

Helmer. 
Nora ! 

Nora. 
Did  you  not  say  yourself,  a  few  minutes  ago, 
you  dared  not  trust  them  to  me  .'' 

Helmer. 
In  the  excitement  of  the  momenti     VVTiy  should 
you  dwell  upon  that .'' 

Nora. 
No — you  were  perfectly  right.  That  problem 
is  beyond  me.  There  is  another  to  be  solved  first 
— I  must  try  to  educate  myself.  You  are  not  the 
man  to  help  me  in  that.  I  must  set  about  it 
alone.     And  that  is  why  1  am  leaving  you. 

VI 
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H  ELMER. 

[Jumping  lip.]    What — do  you  mean  to  say ? 

Nora. 
I   must  stand  quite  alone  it"  I  am  ever  to  know 
myself  and  my  surroundings ;    so   I   cannot   stay 
with  you. 

Helmer. 
Nora !  Nora  I 

Nora. 
1  am  gomg  at  once.     I  daresay  Christina  will 
take  me  in  for  to-night 

Helmer. 
You  are  mad  !    I  shall  not  allow  it !    I  forbid  it ! 

Nora. 
It  is  of  no  use  your    forbidding   me  anything 
now.     I  shall  take  with  me  what  belongs  to  me. 
From  you  I   will    accept    nothing,  either  now  or 
afterwards. 

Helmer. 
What  madness  this  is ! 

Nora, 
To-morrow  I  shall  go  home — I  mean  to  what 
was  my  home.     It  will  be  easier  for  me  to  find 
some  opening  there. 

Helmer. 
Oh,  in  your  blind  inexperience 

Nora. 
I  must  try  to  gain  experience,  Torvald. 
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Helmer. 
To  forsake  your  home,  your  husband,  and  your 
children  I    And  you  don't  consider  what  the  world 
will  say. 

Nora. 
I  can  pay  no  heed  to  that.     I  only  know  that  I 
must  do  it. 

Helmer. 

This  is  monstrous  I   Can  you  forsake  your  holiest 
duties  in  this  way  .'' 

Nora. 

What  do  you  consider  my  holiest  duties .''    ^ 

Helmer. 

Do  I  need  to   tell   you   that  ?     Your  duties  to 
your  husband  and  your  children. 

Nora. 
I  have  other  duties  equally  sacred. 

Helmer. 
Impossible  !     What  duties  do  you  mean .'' 

Nora. 
My  duties  towards  myself. 

Helmer. 
Belore  all  else  you  are  a  wife  and  a  mother. 

Nora. 

That  I  no  longer  believe.    I  believe  that  before 

all  else  I  am  a  human  being,  just  as  much  as  you 

are — or  at  least  that  I  should   try  to  become  one. 

I  know  that  most  people  agree  with  you,  Torvald, 


148  A   doll's   house.  [act  iil 

and  that  they  say  so  in  books.  But  henceforth  I 
can't  be  satisfied  with  what  most  people  say,  and 
what  is  in  books.  I  must  think  things  out  for 
myself,  and  try  to  get  clear  about  them. 

H  ELMER. 

Are  you  not  clear  about  your  place  in  your  own 
home .''  Have  you  not  an  infallible  guide  in 
questions  like  these .''     Have  you  not  religion  ? 

Nora. 
Oh,     Torvald,    I    don't      really     know     what 
religion  is. 

H  ELMER. 

What  do  you  mean .'' 

Nora. 

I  know  nothing  but  what  Pastor  Hansen  told 
me  when  I  was  confirmed.  He  explained  that 
religion  was  this  and  that.  When  I  get  away  from 
all  this  and  stand  alone,  I  will  look  into  that 
matter  too.  I  will  see  whether  what  he  taught 
me  is  right,  or,  at  any  rate,  whether  it  is  right 
for  me. 

Helmer, 

Oh,  this  is  unheard  of !  And  from  so  young  a 
woman  !  But  if  religion  cannot  keep  you  right, 
let  me  appeal  to  your  conscience — for  I  suppose 
you  have  some  moral  feeling  ?  Or,  answer  me  : 
perhaps  you  have  none  .'' 

Nora. 
Well,  Torvald,  it's  not  easy  to  say.     I    really 
don't  know — I  am  all  at  sea  about  these  things. 
I  only   know  that  I   think  quite  differently  from 
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you  about  them.  I  hear,  too,  that  the  laws  are 
different  from  what  I  thought ;  but  I  can't  believe 
that  they  can  be  right.  It  appears  that  a  woman 
has  no  right  to  spare  her  dying  father,  or  to  save 
her  husband's  life  !     I  don't  believe  that. 

Helmer. 
You  talk  like  a  child.    You  don't  understand  the 
society  in  which  you  live. 

Nora. 
No,  I  do  not.     But  now  I  shall  try  to  learn. 
I  must  make  up  my  mind  which  is  right — society 
or  I. 

Helmer, 
Nora,  you  are  ill  ;  you  are  feverish ;    I  almost 
think  you  are  out  of  your  senses. 

Nora. 
I  have  never  felt  so  much  clearness  and  certainty 
as  to-night. 

Helmer. 

You  are  clear  and    certain  enough  to  forsake 
husband  and  children  ? 

Nora. 
Yes,  I  am. 

Helmer. 
Then  there  is  only  one  explanation  possible. 

Nora. 
What  is  that  ? 

Helmer. 
You  no  longer  love  me. 
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Nora. 
No  ;  that  is  just  it. 

Helmer. 
Nora  ! — Can  you  say  so  ! 

Nora. 
Oh,   I'm   so  sorry,  Torvald  ;  for  you've  always 
been  so  kind  to  me.     But  I    can't   help  it.     I  do 
not  love  you  any  longer. 

Helmer. 
[Mastering  himself  nnth  difficulty.^    Are  you  clear 
and  certain  on  this  point  too  } 

Nora. 
Yes,  quite.    That  is  why  I  will  not  stay  here  any 
longer. 

Helmer. 
And  can  you  also  make  clear  to  me  how  I  have 
forfeited  your  love  .'* 

Nora. 
Yes,  I  can.   It  was  this  evening, when  the  miracle 
did  not  happen  ;  for  then  I  saw  you  were  not  the 
man  I  had  imagined. 

Helmer. 
Explain  yourself  more  clearly  ;  I  don't  under- 
stand. 

Nora. 
I  have  waited  so  patiently  all  these  eight  years  ; 
for  of  course  I  saw  clearly  enough  that  miracles 
don't  happen  every  day.   When  this  crushing  blow 
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threatened  me,  I  said  to  myself  so  confidently, 
"  Now  comes  the  miracle  1  "  When  Krogstad's 
letter  lay  in  the  box,  it  never  for  a  moment 
occurred  to  me  that  you  would  think  of  submitting 
to  that  man's  conditions.  I  was  convinced  that 
you  would  say  to  him,  "  Make  it  known  to  all  the 
world  "  ;  and  that  then 

Helmer. 
Well .''    When  I  had  given  my  own  wife's  name 
up  to  disgrace  and  shame .'' 

Nora. 
Then   I  firmly  believed    that  you  would   come 
forward,  take  everything  upon  yourself,  and  say, 
"  I  am  the  guilty  one." 

Helmer. 

Nora I 

Nora. 
You  mean  I  would  never  have  accepted  such  a 
sacrifice  ?  No,  certainly  not.  But  what  would  my 
assertions  have  been  worth  in  opposition  to  yours  ? 
— That  was  the  miracle  that  I  hoped  for  and 
dreaded.  And  it  was  to  hinder  that  that  I  wanted 
to  die. 

Helmer. 
I  would  gladly  work  for  you  day  and  night,  Nora 
— bear  sorrow  and  want  for   your  sake.      But   no 
man  sacrifices  his  honour,  even  for  one  he  loves. 

Nora. 
Millions  of  women  have  done  so. 
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Helmer. 
Oh,  you  think  and  talk  like  a  silly  child. 

Nora. 
Very  likely.  But  you  neither  think  nor  talk 
like  the  man  I  can  share  my  life  with.  When  your 
terror  was  over — not  for  what  threatened  me,  but 
for  yourself—  when  there  was  nothing  more  to  fear 
— then  it  seemed  to  you  as  though  nothing  had 
happened.  I  was  your  lark  again,  your  doll,  just 
as  before — whom  you  would  take  twice  as  much 
care  of  in  future,  because  she  was  so  weak  and 
fragile.  [Stands  ?//>.]  Torvald — in  that  moment 
it  burst  upon  me  that  I  had  been  living  here  these 
eight  years  with  a  strange  man,  and  had  borne  him 
three  children. — Oh,  I  can't  bear  to  think  of  it ! 
I  could  tear  myself  to  pieces  ) 

Helmer. 
[•Sarf/y.]     I  see  it,  I  see  it ;  an  abyss  has  opened 
between  us. — But,  Nora,  can  it  never  be  filled  up  ? 

Nora. 
As  I  now  am,  I  am  no  wife  for  you. 

Helmer. 
I  have  strength  to  become  another  man. 

Nora. 
Perhaps — when  your  doll   is  taken  away  from 
you. 

Helmer. 
To  part — to  part  from  you  I      No,  Nora,  no  ;  I 
can't  grasp  the  thought. 
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Nora. 
[Goitig  into  room  o?i  the  rig/iL]     The  more  reason 
for  the  thing  to  happen. 

[^She  comes  back  iinlh  out-door  things  and  a 
small  travelling-bag,  which  she  places  on 
a  chair. 

Helmer. 
Nora,  Nora,  not  now  !     Wait  till  to-morrow. 

Nora. 
[Putting  on  cloak.'\     I  can't  spend  the  night  in  a 
strange  man's  house. 

Helmer. 
But   can    we    not    live    here,  as    brother   and 
sister  .-' 

Nora. 
[Fastefiing  her  hat.]  You  know  very  well  that 
wouldn't  last  long  [Puts  on  the  shawl.]  Good- 
bye, Torvald.  No,  I  won't  go  to  the  children.  I 
know  they  are  in  better  hands  than  mine.  As  I 
now  am,  I  can  be  nothing  to  them. 

Helmer. 
But  some  time.  Nora — some  time .'' 


Nora. 
How  can  I    tell  ?     I   have  no    idea   what  will 
become  of  me. 

Helmer. 
But  you  are  my  wife,  now  and  always  ! 

Nora. 
Listen,     Torvald — when     a    wife    leaves     her 
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husband's  house,  as  I  am  doing,  I  have  heard  that 
in  the  eyes  of  the  law  he  is  free  from  all  duties 
towards  her.  At  any  rate,  I  release  you  from  all 
duties.  You  must  not  feel  yourself  bound,  any 
more  than  I  shall.  There  must  be  perfect  freedom 
on  both  sides.  There,  I  give  you  back  your  ring. 
Give  me  mine. 


That  too .'' 
That  too. 
Here  it  is. 


H  ELMER. 

Nora. 
Helmer. 


Nora. 
Very  well.  Now  it  is  all  over.  I  lay  the  keys 
here.  The  servants  know  about  everything  in 
the  house — better  than  I  do.  To-morrow,  when 
I  have  started,  Christina  will  come  to  pack  up  the 
things  I  brought  with  me  from  home.  I  will 
have  them  sent  after  me. 

Helmer. 
All  over  !  all  over  !     Nora,  will  you  never  thnik 
of  me  again  ? 

Nora. 
Oh,  I  shall  often  think  of  you,  and  the  children, 
and  this  house. 

Helmer. 
May  I  write  to  you,  Nora-f* 

Nora. 
No — never.      You  must  not. 


ACT  in.]  A  doll's  house.  155 

H  ELMER. 

But  I  must  send  you 

Nora. 
Nothing,  nothing. 

Helmer. 
I  must  help  you  if  you  need  it. 

Nora. 
No,  I  say.     I  take  nothing  from  strangers. 

Helmer. 
Nora — can  I  never  be  more  than  a  stranger  to 
you.> 

Nora. 
[Taking  her  travelling-bog.]     Oh,  Torvald,  then 
the  miracle  of  miracles  would  have  to  happen 

Helmer. 
What  is  the  miracle  of  miracles  .'' 

Nora. 

Both  of  us  would  have  to  change  so  that 

Oh,  Torvald,  I  no  longer  believe  in  miracles. 

Helmer. 
But  /  will  believe.      Tell  me!     We  must  so 
change  that .'' 

Nora. 
That  communion  between  us  shall  be  a  marriage. 
Good-bye.  [She  goes  out  hy  the  hall  door. 
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H  ELMER. 

[Sinks  into  a  chair  by  the  door  with  his  face  in  his 
hands.^     Nora  !     Nora  I     \He  looks  round  and  rises. 
Empty.     She  is  gone.     [A  hupe  springs  up  in  him. 

Ah  I     The  miracle  of  miracles }  ! 

[From  beloiv  is  heard  the  reverberation  of  a 
heavy  door  closing. 


THE  END. 


GHOSTS 

(1881) 


CHARACTERS. 

Mrs.  Helen  Alving,  widoio   of  Captain  Alving,  late 

Chamberlain^  to  the  King. 
Oswald  Alving,  her  son,  a  painter. 
Pastor  Manders. 
Jacob  Engstrand,  a  carpenter. 
ReginA  Engstrand,  Mrs.  Alving' s  maid. 

The  action  takes  place  at  Mrs.  Airing's  country 

house,  beside  one  of  the  large  fjords  in 

Western  Xorway. 


1  Chamberlain  (Kammerherre)  is  the  only  title  of  honour  now 
existing  in  Norway.  It  is  a  distinction  conferred  by  the  King 
on  men  of  wealth  and  position,  and  is  not  hereditary. 


GHOSTS: 

A  FAMILY  DRAMA  IN  THREE  ACTS. 


ACT  FIRST. 


A  spacious  garden-room,  mth  one  door  to  the  left,  and 
tjvo  doors  to  the  right.  In  the  middle  of  the  room 
a  round  table,  with  chairs  about  it.  On  the  table 
lie  books,  periodicals,  and  newspapers.  In  the 
foreground  to  the  left  a  window,  and  by  it  a  small 
soja,  with  a  work-table  in  front  of  it.  in  the 
background,  the  room  is  continued  into  a  some- 
what narrower  conservatory,  the  walls  of  which 
are  formed  by  large  panes  of  glass.  In  the  right- 
hand  wall  of  the  conservatonj  is  a  door  leading 
down  into  the  garden.  Through  the  glass  wall 
o  gloomy  JJord-landscape  is  faintly  visible,  veiled 
by  steady  rain. 

Engstrand,  the  carpenter,  stands  by  the  garden  door. 
His  left  leg  is  someivhat  bent  ;  he  has  a  clump  of 
wood'  uiuter  the  sole  of  his  boot.  Regina,  with 
an  empli)  garden  syringe  in  her  hand,  hindershim 
i)  oni  advancing. 

Regina. 
[In  a  low  voice]     What  do   you  want?     Stop 
where  you  are.     You're  positively  dripping. 
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Engstrand. 
It's  the  Lord's  own  rain,  my  girl, 

Regina, 
It's  the  devil's  rain,  /  say. 

Engstrand. 
Lord,  how  you  talk,  Regina.     [Limps  a  step  or 
two  forward iiito  the  room."\   It's  just  this  as  I  wanted 
to  say— — 

Regina. 
Don't  clatter  so  with  that   foot  of  yours,  I  tell 
you  !     The  young  master's  asleep  upstairs. 

Engstrand. 
Asleep  }     In  the  middle  of  the  day  .'' 

Regina. 
It's  no  business  of  yours. 

Engstrand. 
I  was  out  on  the  loose  last  night 

Regina. 
I  can  quite  believe  that. 

Engstrand. 
Yes,  we're  weak  vessels,  we  poor  mortals,  mj 

girl 

Regina. 
So  it  seems. 

Engstrand. 

and  temptations  are  manifold  in  this  world, 

you  see.     But  all  the  same,  I  was  hard  at   work, 
God  knows,  at  half  past  five  this  morning. 
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Regina. 
Very  well ;  only  be  off  now.     I  won't  stop  here 
and  have  rendezvous's '  with  you. 

Engstrand. 
What  do  you  say  you  won't  have  } 

Regina. 
I  won't  have  any  one  find  you  here  ;  so  just  you 
go  about  your  business. 

Engstrand. 
[^Advances  a  step  or  two.^  Blest  if  I  go  before 
I've  had  a  talk  with  you.  Tnis  afternoon  1  shall 
have  finished  my  work  at  the  school-house,  and 
then  I  shall  take  to  night's  boat  and  be  off  home 
to  the  town. 

Regina. 
\Mutte.rs.'\     Pleasant  journey  to  you  ! 

Engstrand. 
Thank  you,  my  child.  To-morrow  the  Orphan- 
age is  to  be  opened,  and  then  there'll  be  fine 
doings,  no  doubt,  and  plenty  of  intoxicating 
drink  going,  you  know.  And  nobody  shall  say 
of  Jacob  Engstrand  that  he  can't  keep  out  of 
temptation's  way. 

Regina. 
Oh  ! 

Engstrand. 

You  see,  there's  to  be  heaps  of  grand  folks  here 
to-morrow.  Pastor  Manders  is  expected  from 
town,  too. 

1  This  and  other  French  words  used  by  Regina  are  in  that 
language  in  the  original. 
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Regina. 
He's  coming  to-day. 

Engstrand. 
There,  you   see  !      And   I    should    be    cursedly 
sorry  if  he  found  out   anything  against  me,  don't 
you  understand  ? 

Regina, 
Oho  !  is  that  your  game  ? 

Engstrand. 
Is  what  my  game  ? 

Regina. 

[Looking  hard  at  /lim.]     What  are  you  going  to 
fool  Pastor  Manders  into  doing,  this  time  ? 

Engstrand. 
Sh  !  sh  !  Are  you  crazy  .''  Do  /  want  to  fool 
Pastor  Manders  ?  Oh  no  I  Pastor  Manders  has 
been  far  too  good  a  friend  to  me  for  that.  But  I 
just  wanted  to  say,  you  know — that  I  mean  to  be 
off  home  again  to-night. 

Regina. 
The  sooner  the  better,  say  I. 

Engstrand. 
Yes,  but  I  want  you  with  me,  Regina. 

Regina. 

[Open-mouthed.]     You  want  me .''     What  are 

you  talking  about .'" 

Engstrand. 
I  want  you  to  come  home  with  me,  I  say. 
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Regina. 

[Scortifidly.]     Never  in  this  world  shall  you  get 
me  home  with  you. 

Engstrand. 
Oh,  we'll  see  about  that. 

Regina. 
Yes,  you  may  be  sure  we'll  see  about  it  I  Me, 
that  have  been  brought  up  by  a  lady  like  Mrs 
Alving  !  Me,  that  am  treated  almost  as  a  daughter 
here  .'  Is  it  me  you  want  to  go  home  with  you  .'' — 
to  a  house  like  yours  .''     For  shame  ! 

Engstrand. 
What   the  devil   do  you   mean .''     Do   you    set 
yourself  up  against  your  father,  you  hussy  .'' 

Regina. 
[Mutters   without    looking  at  him.]     You've    said 
often  enough  I  was  no  concern  of  yours. 

Engstrand. 
Pooh  !     Why  should  you  bother  about  t  h  a  t 

Regina. 
Haven't  you  many  a   time   sworn   at  me   and 
called  me  a .''     Fi  dune  ! 

Engstrand. 
Curse  me,  now,  if  ever   1   used   such  an   ugly 
word. 

Regina. 

Oh,    I    remember   very   well   what   word   you 
used. 
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Engstrand. 

Well,  but  that  was  only  when  I  was  a  bit  on, 
don't  you  know  ?  Temptations  are  manifold  in 
this  world,  Regina. 

Regina. 

Ugh! 

Engstrand. 

And  besides,  it  was  when  your  mother  was 
that  aggravating — 1  had  to  find  something  to  twit 
her  with,  my  child.  She  was  always  setting  up 
for  a  fine  lady.  [Mi»lic,s■.^  "Let  me  go,  Eng- 
strand ;  let  me  be.  Remember  I  was  three  years 
in  Chamberlain  Alving's  family  at  Rosenvold." 
[Laughs.^  Mercy  on  us  !  She  could  never  forget 
that  the  Captain  was  made  a  Chamberlain  while 
she  was  in  service  here. 

Regina. 
Poor  mother  !    you   very   soon  tormented  her 
into  her  grave. 

Engstrand. 
[^With  a  twist  of  his  shoulders.^     Oh,  of  course  ! 
I'm  to  have  the  blame  for  ever)'thing. 

Regina. 

[Ttirns   away;    half   ahnd.]     Ugh !     And 

that  leg  too  ! 

Engstrand. 

What  do  you  say,  my  child  ? 

Regina, 

Pied  de  moutoyi. 

Engstrand. 
Is  that  English,  eh  } 


ACT    I.]  GHOSTS.  l65 

Regina. 
Ye& 

Engstrand. 
Ay,  ay  ;  you've  picked  up  some   learning  out 
here  ;  and  that  may  come  in  useful  now,  Regina. 

Regina. 
[After  a  short  silence.]     What  do  you  want  with 
me  in  town .'' 

Engstrand. 
Can  you  ask  what  a  father  wants  with  his  only 
child  ?     A' n't  I  a  lonely,  forlorn  widower  .'' 

Regina. 
Oh,  don't  try  on  any  nonsense  like  that  with 
me  !     Why  do  you  want  me  .'' 

Engstrand. 
Well,  let  me  tell  you,  I've  been  thinking  of 
setting  up  in  a  new  line  of  business. 

Regina. 
[Contempfuous/i/.]      You've     tried     that     often 
enough,  and  much  good  you've  done  with  it. 

Engstrand. 
Yes,  but  this  time  you  shall  see,  Regina  !    Devil 

take  me 

Regina. 
[Stamps.]     Stop  your  swearing  ! 

Engstrand. 
Hush,   hush  ;    you're   right   enough   there,  my 
girl.      What   I  wanted  to  say  was  just  this — I've 
laid  by  a  very  tidy  pile  from  this  Orphanage  job. 
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Regina. 
Have  you  ?     That's  a  good  thing  for  you. 

Engstrand. 
What  can  a  man  spend  his  ha'pence  on  here  in 
this  country  hole  ? 

Regina. 
Well,  what  then? 

Engstrand. 
Why,  you  see,  I  thought  of  putting  the  money 
into  some  paying  speculation.      1  thought  of  a  sort 
of  a  sailor's  tavern 

Regina. 
Pah! 

Engstrand. 
A  regular  high-class  affair,  of  course  ;  not  any 
sort  of  pig-sty  for  common  sailors.      No  !  damn  it ! 
it  would  be  for  captains  and  mates,  and — and — 
regular  swells,  you  know. 

Regina. 
And  I  was  to ? 

Engstrand. 
You  were   to   he'p,  to   be   sure.     Only  for  the 
look  of  the  thing,  you  understand.      Devil  a  bit  of 
hard  work  shall  you  have,  my  girl.      You  shall  do 
exactly  what  you  like. 

Regina. 
Oh,  indeed  ! 

Engstrand. 
But  there  must  be  a  petticoat  in  the  house; 
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that's  as  clear  as  daylight.  For  I  want  to  have  it 
a  bit  lively-like  in  the  evenings,  with  singing  and 
dancing,  and  so  on.  You  must  remember  they're 
weary  wanderers  on  the  ocean  of  life.  [\carer.\ 
Now  don't  be  a  fool  and  stand  in  your  own  light, 
Regiiia.  What's  to  become  of  you  out  here  ? 
Your  mistress  has  given  you  a  lot  of  learning  ;  but 
what  good  is  that  to  you  .''  You're  to  look  after 
the  children  at  the  new  Orphanage^  I  heai*.  Is 
that  the  sort  of  thing  for  you,  eh  }  Are  you  so 
dead  set  on  wearing  your  life  out  for  a  pack  of 
dirty  brats  .'' 

Regina. 

No  ;  if  things  go  as  I  want  them  to Well 

there's  no  saying — there's  no  saying. 

Engstrand. 
What  do  you  mean  by  "  there's  no  saying  "  ? 

Regina. 
Never  you  mind. — How  much  money  have  you 
saved  .'' 

Engstrand. 
What  with  one  thing  and  another,  a  matter  of 
seven  or  eight  hundred  crowns. '^ 

Regina. 
That's  not  .so  bad. 

Engstrand. 
It's  enough  to  make  a  start  with,  my  girl. 

Regina. 
Aren't  you  thinking  of  giving  me  any  ? 

1 A  "  krone"  is  equal  to  one  shilling  and  three-halfpence. 
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Engstrand. 
Noj  I'm  blest  if  I  am  ! 

Regina. 
Not  even  of  sending  me  a  scrap  of  stuff  for  a 
new  dress  ? 

Engstrand. 
Come  to  town  with  me,  my  lass,  and  you'll  soon 
get  dresses  enough. 

Regina. 
Pooh  !  I  can  do  that  on  my  own  account,  if  I 
want  to. 

Engstrand. 
No,  a  father's  guiding  hand  is  what  you  want, 
Regina.  Now,  I've  got  my  eye  on  a  capital  house 
in  Little  Harbour  Street.  They  don't  want  much 
ready-money ;  and  it  could  be  a  sort  of  a  Sailors' 
Home,  you  know. 

Regina. 
But  I  will  not  live  with  you  !     I  have  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  you.      Be  off! 

Engstrand. 
You  wouldn't  stop  long  with  me,  my  girl.      No 
such  luck  !      If  you  knew  how  to  play  your  cards, 
such  a  fine  figure  of  a  girl  as  you've  grown  in  the 
last  year  or  two 

Regina. 
Well } 

Engstrand. 
You'd  soon  get  hold  of  some  mate — or  maybe 
even  a  captain 
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Regina. 
I  won't  marry  any  one  of  that  sort.    Sailors  have 
no  savoir  vivre. 

Engstrand. 
What's  that  they  haven't  got  ? 

Regina. 
I  know  what  sailors  are,  I  tell  you.    They're  not 
the  sort  of  people  to  marry. 

Engstrand. 
Then  never  mind  about  marrying  them.  You 
can  make  it  pay  all  the  same.  \_More  coiifidejilially.^ 
He — the  Englishman — the  man  with  the  yacht — 
he  came  down  with  three  hundred  dollars,  he  did  ; 
and  she  wasn't  a  bit  handsomer  than  you. 

Regina. 
\Making  for  him.^     Out  you  go  ! 

Engstrand. 
[Falling  back. '\    Come,  come  !     You're  not  going 
to  hit  me,  1  hope. 

Regina. 
Yes,  if  you   begin  talking  about  mother  I  shall 
hit  you.      Get  away  with  you,  I  say  !     [Drives  him 
back  towards  the  garden  rfoor.]     And  don't  slam  the 
doors.     Young  Mr.  Alving 

Engstrand. 
He's  asleep ;   I  know.     You're  mightily  taken 

up  about  young   Mr.    Alving [More  sojlly.^ 

Oho !  you  don't  mean  to  say  it's  him  as .'' 

Regina. 
Be  off  this  minute  !     You're  crazy,  I  tell  you  ! 
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No,  not  that  way.     There  comes  Pastor  Manders. 
Down  the  kitchen  stairs  with  you. 

Engstrand. 
[Towards  the  right. \  Yes,  yes,  I'm  going.  But 
just  you  talk  to  him  as  is  coming  there.  He's  the 
man  to  tell  you  what  a  child  owes  its  father.  For 
I  am  your  father  all  the  same,  you  know.  I  can 
prove  it  from  the  church  register. 

[He  goes  out  through  the  second  door  to  the 
right,  which  Reoina  has  opened ,  and  closes 
again  after  him.  Regina  glances  hastily 
at  her.se[fin  the  mirror,  dusts  herself  with 
her  pocket  handkerchief,  and  settles  her 
necktie  ;  then  she  busies  herself  ivith  the 
flowers. 

Pastor  Manders,  weaiing  an  overcoat,  carrying  an 
umbrella,  and  with  a  small  travelling-bag  on  a 
strap  over  his  shoulder,  comes  through  the  garden 
door  into  the  conservatory. 

Manders. 
Good-morning,  Miss  Engstrand. 

Regina. 
[  Turning  round,  surprised  and  pleased.  ]  No,  really  ! 
Good-morning,  Pastor  Manders.     Is  the  steamer 
in  already  ? 

Manders. 
It  is  just  in.     [Enters  the  sitting-room.^    Terrible 
weather  we  have  been  having  lately. 

Regina. 
[Follows  /^^w.]    It's  such  blessed  weather  for  the 
country,  sir. 
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Manders. 

No  doubt ;  you  are  quite  right.    We  townspeople 
give  too  little  thought  to  that. 

[He  begins  to  take  ojf  his  overcoat. 

Regina. 
Oh,  mayn't  I  help  you  ? — There  !  Why,  how  wet 
it  is  .''     I'll  just  hang  it  up  in  the  hall.     And  your 
umbrella,  too — I'll  open  it  and  let  it  dry. 

[She  goes  out  with  the  things  through  the 
second  door  on  the  right.  Pastor  Man- 
ders takes  off  his  travelling-bag  and  lays 
it  and  his  hat  on  a  chair.  Meanwhile 
Regina  conies  in  again. 

Manders. 
Ah,  it's  a  comfort  to  get  safe  under  cover.     I 
hope  everything  is  going  on  well  here  .'' 

Regina. 
Yes,  thank  you,  sir. 

Manders. 
You     have    your    hands    full,     I     suppose,    in 
preparation  for  to-morrow  .'' 

Regina. 
Yes,  there's  plenty  to  do,  of  course. 

Manders. 
And  Mrs.  Alving  is  at  home,  I  trust .'' 

Regina. 
Oh  dear,  yes.    She's  just  upstairs,  looking  after 
the  young  master's  chocolate. 
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Manders. 
Yes,  by-the-bye — I  heard  down  at  the  pier  that 
Oswald  had  arrived. 

Regina. 
Yes,  he  came  the  day  before  yesterday.     We 
didn't  expect  him  before  to-day. 

Manders. 
Quite  strong  and  well,  I  hope  .'' 

Regina. 
Yes,  thank  you,  quite  ;  but  dreadfully  tired  with 
the  journey.  He  has  made  one  rush  right  through 
from  Paris — the  whole  way  in  one  train,  I  believe. 
He's  sleeping  a  little  now,  I  think  ;  so  perhaps  we'd 
better  talk  a  little  quietly. 

Manders. 

Sh  ! — as  quietly  as  you  please. 

Regina. 
^Arrattging  an  arm-chair  beside  the  table.^  Now, 
da  sit  down,  Pastor  Manders,  and  make  yourself 
comfortable.  [He  sifs  down  ;  she  places  a  footstool 
under  his  Jeet.]  There  !  Are  you  comfortable  now, 
sir!* 

Manders. 

Thanks,  thanks,  extremely  so.  [Looks  at  her.] 
Do  you  know.  Miss  Engstrand,  I  positively  believe 
you  have  grown  since  I  last  saw  you. 

Regina. 
Do  you  think  so,  sir  .^     Mrs.  Alving  says  I've 
filled  out  too. 
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M  ANDERS. 

Filled  out  ?    Well,  perhaps  a  little ;  just  enough. 

[Short  pause. 
Regina. 

Shall  I  tell  Mrs.  Alving  you  are  here .'' 

Manders. 
Thanks,  thanks,  there  is  no  hurry,  my  dear  child. 
— By-the-bye,  Regina,  my  good  girl,  tell  me:  how- 
is  your  father  getting  on  out  here  .'' 

Regina. 

Oh,    thank    you,    sir,    he's    getting    on    well 
enough. 

Manders. 
He  called  upon  me  last  time  he  was  in  town. 

Regina. 

Did  he,  indeed  ?  He's  always  so  glad  of  a  chance 
of  talking  to  you,  sir. 

Manders. 
And  you  often  look  in  upon  him  at  his  work,  I 
daresay  ? 

Regina. 
I  .''     Oh,  of  course,  when  I  have  time,  I 

Manders. 
Your  father  is  not  a  man  of  strong  character, 
Miss  Engstrand.     He  stands  terribly  in  need  of  a 
guiding  hand. 

Regina. 

Oh,  yes  ;  I  daresay  he  does. 

Manders. 
He  requires  some  one  near  him  whom  he  cares 
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for,  and  whose  judgment  he  respects.     He  frankly 
admitted  as  much  when  he  last  came  to  see  me. 

Regina. 
Yes,  he  mentioned  something  of  the  sort  to  me. 
But  I  don't  know  whether  Mrs.  Alving  can  spare 
me ;  especially  now  that  we've  got  the  new 
Orphanage  to  attend  to.  And  then  I  should  be 
so  sorry  to  leave  Mrs.  Alving ;  she  has  always 
been  so  kind  to  me. 

.  Manders. 

But  a  daughter's  duty,  my  good  girl Of 

course,  we  should  first  have  to  get  your  mistress's 
consent. 

Regina. 
But   I  don't  know  whether  it  would  be  quite 
proper  for  me,  at  my  age,  to  keep  house  for  a  single 
man. 
V  Manders. 

"^V  What !     My  dear  Miss  Engstrand  I     When  the 

man  is  your  own  father  ! 

Regina. 

Yes,  that  may  be  ;  but  all  the  same Now, 

if  it  were  in  a  thoroughly  nice  house,  and  with  a 
real  gentleman 

Manders. 
Why,  my  dear  Regina 

Regina. 
-one  I  could   love   and  respect,  and  be  a 


daughter  to- 

Manders. 
Yes,  but  my  dear,  good  child- 
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Regina. 
Then  I  should  be  glad  to  go  to  town.  It's  very 
lonely  out  here ;  you  know  yourself,  sir,  what  it 
is  to  be  alone  in  the  world.  And  I  can  assure  you 
I'm  both  quick  and  willing.  Don't  you  know  of 
any  such  place  for  me,  sir  ? 

Manders. 
I  ?     No,  certainly  not. 

Regina. 
But,  dear,  dear  sir,  do  remember  me  if 

Manders. 
[Risitig.]     Yes,  yes,  certainly,  Miss  Engstrand. 

Regina. 

For  if  I 

Manders. 
Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  tell  your  mistress  I  am 
here  ? 

Regina. 
I  will,  at  once,  sir.  [She  goes  out  to  the  left. 

Manders. 

[Paces  the  room  two  or  three  times,  stands  a  moment 
in  the  background  with  his  hands  behind  his  back,  and 
looks  Old  over  the  garden.  Then  he  returns  to  the  table, 
takes  up  a  book,  and  looks  at  the  title-page  ;  starts,  and 
looks  at  several  books. 1^      Ha — indeed  ! 

Mrs.  Alving  enters  by  the  door  on  the  left;  she  is 
followed  by  Regina,  who  immediately  goes  out 
by  the  Jirst  door  on  the  right. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Holds  out  her  hand. ^    Welcome,  my  dear  Pastor. 
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Manders. 

How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Alving  ?  Here  I  am  as  I 
promised. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Always  punctual  to  the  minute. 

Manders. 

You  may  believe  it  was  not  so  easy  for  me  to  get 
away.  With  all  the  Boards  and  Committees  I 
belong  to 

Mrs.  Alving. 

That  makes  it  all  the  kinder  of  you  to  come  so 
early.  Now  we  can  get  through  our  business 
before  dinner.      But  where  is  your  portmanteau  .'' 

Manders. 

[Quickly.]  I  left  it  down  at  the  inn.  I  shall 
sleep  there  to-night. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[Stippressmg  a  sitdle.]  Are  you  really  not  to  be 
persuaded,  even  now,  to  pass  the  night  under  my 
roof .'' 

Manders. 

No,  no,  Mrs.  Alving;  many  thanks.  I  shall  stay 
at  the  inn,  as  usual.  It  is  so  conveniently  near 
the  landing-stage. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Well,  you  must  have  your  own  way.  But  I 
really  should  have  thought  we  two  old  people 
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Manders. 
Now   you  are   making  fun  of  me.     Ah,  you're 
naturally  in    great    spirits     to-day — what    with 
to-morrow's  festival  and  Oswald's  return. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Yes ;  you  can  think  what  a  delight  it  is  to  me  ! 
It's  more  than  two  years  since  he  was  home  last. 
And  now  he  has  promised  to  stay  with  me  all  the 
winter. 

Manders. 

Has  he  really  }  That  is  very  nice  and  dutiful 
of  him.  For  I  can  well  believe  that  life  in  Rome 
and  Paris  has  very  different  attractions  from  any 
we  can  offer  here. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Ah,  but  here  he  has  his  mother,  you  see.     My 
own   darling    boy — he    hasn't    forgotten    his  old 
mother ! 

Manders. 
It  would   be  'grievous   indeed,   if  absence  and 
absorption  in   art  and  that  sort  of  thing  were  to 
blunt  his  natural  feelings. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  you  m^y  well  say  so.  But  there's  nothing 
of  that  sort  to  fear  with  him.  I'm  quite  curious  to 
see  whether  you  know  him  again.  He'll  be  down 
presently  ;  he's  upstairs  just  now,  resting  a  little 
on  the  sofa.      But  do  sit  down,  my  dear  Pastor. 

Manders. 
Thank  you.     Are  you  quite  at  liberty ? 

VI 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Certainly.  [She  sits  hy  the  table. 

Manders. 

Very  well.     Then  let  me  show  you \^He 

goes  to  the  chair  where  his  travelling-bag  lies,  takes  out 
a  packet  of  papers,  sits  dotvn  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  table,  and  tries  to  find  a  clear  space  for  the  papers. 

Now,  to  begin  with,  here   is [Breaking  off. 

Tell  me,  Mrs.  Alving,  how  do  these  books  come  to 
be  here .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 

These  books .''     They  are  books  I  am  reading. 

Manders. 
Do  you  read  this  sort  of  literature  } 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Certainly  I  do. 

Manders. 
Do  you  feel  better  or  happier  for  such  reading.'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  feel,  so  to  speak,  more  secure. 

Manders. 
That  is  strange.      How  do  you  mean  } 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well,  I  seem  to  find  explanation  and  confirma- 
tion of  all  sorts  of  things  I  myself  have  been 
thinking.  For  that  is  the  wonderful  part  of  it. 
Pastor  Manders — there  is  really  nothing  new  in 
these  books,  nothing  but  what  most  people  think 
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and  believe.  Only  most  people  either  don't 
formulate  it  to  themselves,  or  else  keep  quiet 
about  it. 

Manders. 
Great  heavens !      Do  you   really  believe  that 
most  people .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  do,  indeed. 

Manders. 
But  surely  net  in    this    country  ?      Not    here 
among  us  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  certainly ;  here  as  elsewhere. 

Manders. 
Well,  I  really  must  say ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
For  the  rest,  what  do  you  object  to  in  these 
books  ? 

Manders. 
Object  to  in  them  ?    You  surely  do  not  suppose 
that  I  have  nothing  better  to  do  than  to  study 
such  publications  as  these  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
That  is  to  say,  you  know  nothing  of  what  you 
are  condemning .'' 

Manders. 
I  have  read  enough  about  these  writings  to 
disapprove  of  them. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes  ;  but  your  own  judgment 
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Manders. 
My  dear  Mrs.  Alving,  there  are  many  occasions 
in  life  when  one  must  rely  upon  others.  Things 
are  so  ordered  in  this  world  ;  and  it  is  well  that 
they  are.  Otherwise,  what  would  become  of 
society .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well,  well,  I  daresay  you're  right  there. 

Manders. 
Besides,  I  of  course  do  not  deny  that  there  may 
be  much  that  is  attractive  in  such  books.  Nor 
can  1  blame  you  for  wishing  to  keep  up  with  the 
intellectual  movements  that  are  said  to  be  going 
on  in  the  great  world — where  you  have  let  your 
son  pass  so  much  of  his  life.     But 

Mrs.  Alving. 
But  ? 

Manders. 
[Lowering  his  voice.^     But  one  should  not  talk 
about  it,  Mrs.  Alving.     One  is  certainly  not  bound 
to  account  to  everybody  for  what  one  reads  and 
thinks  within  one's  own  four  walls. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Of  course  not ;  I  quite  agree  with  you. 

Manders. 
Only  think,  now,  how  you  are  bound  to  consider 
the  interests  of  this  Orphanage,  which  you  decided 
on  founding  at  a  time  when — if  I  understand  you 
rightly — you  thought  very  differently  on  spiritual 
matters. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  yes  ;   I  quite  admit  that.     But  it  was  about 
the  Orphanage 

M  ANDERS. 

It  was  about  the  Orphanage  we  were  to  speak  ; 
yes.  All  I  say  is:  prudence,  my  dear  lady!  And 
now  let  us  get  to  business.  [Opejis  the  packet,  and 
takes  out  a  number  of  papers.^     Do  you  see  these  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 

The  documents .'' 

Manders. 

All — and  in  perfect  order.  I  can  tell  you  it 
was  hard  work  to  get  them  in  time.  I  had  to 
put  on  strong  pressure.  The  authorities  are 
almost  morbidly  scrupulous  when  there  is  any 
decisive  step  to  be  taken.  But  here  they  are  at 
last.  [Looks  through  the  bundle.]  See  !  here  is  the 
formal  deed  of  gift  of  the  parcel  of  ground  known 
as  Solvik  in  the  Manor  of  Rosenvold,  with  all  the 
newly  constructed  buildings,  schoolrooms,  master's 
house,  and  chapel.  And  here  is  the  legal  fiat  for 
the  endowment  and  for  the  Bye-laws  of  the  Insti- 
tution. Will  you  look  at  them  ?  [Reads.]  "  Bye- 
laws  for  the  Children's  Home  to  be  known  as 
'Captain  Alving's  Foundation.'" 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Looks  long  at  the  paper.]     So  there  it  is. 

Manders. 
I  have  chosen  the  designation  "Captain  "  rather 
than    "Chamberlain."       "Captain"     looks     less 
pretentious. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  yes ;  just  as  you  think  best. 

Manders. 
And  here  you  have  the  Bank  Account  of  the 
capital   lying   at   interest    to   cover   the   current 
expenses  of  the  Orphanage. 

Mrs,  Alving. 

Thank  you  ;  but  please  keep  it — it  will  be  more 
convenient. 

Manders. 

With  pleasure.  I  think  w^e  will  leave  the 
money  in  the  Bank  for  the  present.  The  interest 
is  certainly  not  what  we  could  wish — four  per 
cent,  and  six  months'  notice  of  withdrawal.  If  a 
good  mortgage  could  be  found  later  on^of  course 
it  must  be  a  first  mortgage  and  an  unimpeachable 
security — then  we  could  consider  the  matter. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Certainly,  my  dear  Pastor  Manders.      You  are 
the  best  judge  in  these  things. 

Manders. 
I  will  keep  my  eyes  open  at  any  rate. — But  now 
there  is  one   thing   more  which   I  have  several 
times  been  intending  to  ask  you. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
And  what  is  that  ? 

Manders. 
Shall  the  Orphanage   buildings  be  insured  or 
not? 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Of  course  they  must  be  insured. 

Manders. 
Well,  wait  a  moment,  Mrs.  Alving.     Let  us  look 
into  the  matter  a  little  more  closely. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I    have    everything    insured ;    buildings    and 
movables  and  stock  and  crops. 

Manders. 
Of  course  you  have — on  your  own  estate.     And 
so   have   I — of  course.     But  here,  you  see,  it  is 
quite  another  matter.     The   Orphanage  is  to  be 
consecrated,  as  it  were,  to  a  higher  purpose. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  but  that's  no  reason 

Manders. 
For  my  own   part,  I   should  certainly  not  see 
the  smallest  impropriety  in  guarding  against  all 

contingencies 

Mrs.  Alving. 
No,  I  should  think  not. 

Manders. 
But  what  is  the  general  feeling  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood .''     You,  of  course,  know  better  than  I. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well — the  general  feeling 

Manders. 
Is   there   any   considerable  number  of  people 
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— really     responsible     people — who     might     be 
scandalised  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
What    do   you    mean    by    "really    responsible 
people  "  ? 

Manders. 
Well,  I  mean  people  in  such  independent  and 
influential  positions  that  one  cannot  help  attaching 
some  weight  to  their  opinions. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
There  are  several  people  of  that  sort  here,  who 
would  very  likely  be  shocked  if 

Manders. 
There,  you  see !  In  town  we  have  many  such 
people.  Think  of  all  my  colleague's  adherents  ! 
People  would  be  only  too  ready  to  interpret  our 
action  as  a  sign  that  neither  you  nor  I  had  the 
right  faith  in  a  Higher  Providence. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
But  for  your  own  part,  my  dear  Pastor,  you  can 
at  least  tell  yourself  that 

Manders. 

Yes,  I  know — I  know  ;  my  conscience  would 
be  quite  easy,  that  is  true  enough.  But  neverthe- 
less we  should  not  escape  grave  misinterpretation; 
and  that  might  very  likely  react  unfavourably 
upon  the  Orphanage. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well,  in  that  case 
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Maxders. 
Nor  can  I  entirely  lose  sight  of  the  difficult — I 
may  even  say  painful — position  in  which  / 
might  perhaps  be  placed.  In  the  leading  circles 
of  the  town,  people  take  a  lively  interest  in 
this  Orphanage.  It  is,  of  course,  founded  partly 
for  the  benefit  of  the  town,  as  well ;  and  it 
is  to  be  hoped  it  will,  to  a  considerable  extent, 
result  in  lightening  our  Poor  Rates.  Now,  as  I 
have  been  your  adviser,  and  have  had  the  business 
arrangements  in  my  hands,  I  cannot  but  fear  that 
I  may  have  to  bear  the  brunt  of  fanaticism 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  you  mustn't  run  the  risk  of  that. 

Manders. 
To    say    nothing    of    the    attacks   that    would 
assuredly  be  made  upon  me  in  cei'tain  papers  and 
periodicals,  which 

Mrs.  Alving, 
Enough,  my  dear  Pastor  Manders.     That  con- 
sideration is  quite  decisive. 

Manders. 
Then  you  do  not  wish   the  Orphanage  to  be 
insured .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
No,     We  will  let  it  alone. 

Manders. 
[Leaning  back  in  his  chair.]    But  if,  now,  a  disaster 

were  to  happen  .-'    One  can  never  tell Shoidd 

you  be  able  to  make  good  the  damage  ? 
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Mrs.  a  lying. 
No ;  I  tell  you  plainly  I  should  do  nothing  of 
the  kind. 

Manders. 
Then    I    must    tell    you,  Mrs.   Alving — we  are 
taking  no  small  responsibility  upon  ourselves. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Do  you  think  we  can  do  otherwise .'' 

Manders. 
No,  that  is  just  the  point ;  we  really  cannot  do 
otherwise.     We  ought  not  to  expose  ourselves  to 
misinterpretation  ;  and  we  have  no  right  whatever 
to  give  offence  to  the  weaker  brethren. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You,  as  a  clergyman,  certainly  should  not. 

Manders. 
I  really  think,  too,  we  may  trust   that  such  an 
institution  has  fortune  on  its  side  ;  in  fact,  that  it 
stands  under  a  special  providence. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Let  us  hope  so.  Pastor  Manders. 

Manders. 
Then  we  will  let  it  take  its  chance  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  certainly. 

Manders. 
Very  well.    So  be  it.     [Makes  a  note.]     Then — 
no  insurance. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
It's  odd  that  you  should  just  happen  to  mention 
the  matter  to-day 

Manders. 
I    have    often    thought    of    asking   you    about 

it 

Mrs.  Alving. 

for  we  very  nearly  had  a  fire  down  there 

yesterday. 

Manders. 
You  don't  say  so  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  it  was  a  trifling  matter.    A  heap  of  shavings 
had  caught  fire  in  the  carpenter's  workshop. 

Manders. 
Where  Engstrand  works  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes.     They  say  he's  often  very  careless  with 
matches. 

Manders. 

He  has  so  much  on  his  mind,  that  man — so 
many  things  to  fight  against.  Thank  God,  he  is 
now  striving  to  lead  a  decent  life,  I  hear. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Indeed  !     Who  says  so  ? 

Manders. 
He  himself  assures  me  of  it.  And  he  is  certainly 
a  capital  workman. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  yes  ;  so  long  as  he's  sober 
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Manders. 
Ah,  that  melancholy  weakness !  But  he  is  often 
driven  to  it  by  his  injured  leg,  he  says.  Last  time 
he  was  in  town  1  was  really  touched  by  him.  He 
came  and  thanked  me  so  warmly  for  having  got 
him  work  here,  so  that  he  might  be  near  Regina. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
He  doesn't  see  much  of  her. 

Manders. 
Oh,  yes ;  he  has  a  talk  with  her  every  day.  He 
told  me  so  himself. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well,  it  may  be  so. 

Manders. 
He  feels  so  acutely  that  he  needs  some  one  to 
keep  a  firm  hold  on  him  when  temptation  comes. 
That  is  what  I  cannot  help  liking  about  Jacob 
Engstrand  :  he  comes  to  you  so  helplessly,  accusing 
himself  and  confessing  his  own  weakness.     The 

last  time  he  was  talking  to  me Believe  me, 

Mrs.  Alving,  supposing  it  were  a  real  necessity  for 
him  to  have  Regina  home  again 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[^Rising  hastily.]     Regina  ! 

Manders. 
you  must  not  set  yourself  against  it. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Indeed   I  shall   set  myself  against  it.     And 
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besides— Regina   is   to   have   a   position    in    the 
Orphanage. 

Manders. 

But,  after  all,  remember  he  is  her  father 

Mrs.  a  lying. 
Oh,  I  know  very  well  what  sort  of  a  father  he 
has  been  to  her.     No  !     She  shall  never  go  to  him 
with  my  goodwill. 

Manders. 
[Rising.]     My  dear  lady,  don't  take  the  matter 
so  warmly.     You  sadly  misjudge  poor  Engstrand. 
You  seem  to  be  quite  terrified 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[More  quietly.]  It  makes  no  difference.  I  have 
taken  Regina  into  my  house,  and  there  she  shall 
stay.  [Listens.]  Hush,  my  dear  Mr.  Manders ; 
say  no  more  about  it.  [Her  face  lights  tip  with 
gladness.]  Listen  !  there  is  Oswald  coming 
downstairs.  Now  we'll  think  of  no  one  but 
him. 

Oswald  Alving,  in  a  light  overcoat,  hat  in  hand,  and 
smokifig  a  large  meerschaum,  enters  by  the  door 
on  the  left  ;  he  stops  in  the  doorway. 

Oswald. 
Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  I  thought  you  were  in 
the    study.       [Comes  forward.]      Good-morning, 
Pastor  Manders. 

Manders. 
[Staring.]     Ah I      How  strange ! 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Well  now,  what    do   you    think   of  him,    Mr. 
Manders .'' 

Manders. 
I — I — can  it  really  be ? 

Oswald. 
Yes,  it's  really  the  Prodigal  Son,  sir. 

Manders. 
[Protesting.]     My  dear  young  friend 

Oswald. 
Well,  then,  the  Lost  Sheep  Found. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oswald  is  thinking  of  the  time  when  you  were 
so  much  opposed  to  his  becoming  a  painter. 

Manders. 
To  our  human  eyes  many  a  step  seems  dubious, 

which  afterwards  proves [Wrings  his  hand.] 

But  first  of  all,  welcome,  welcome  home  !  Do  not 
think,  my  dear  Oswald — I  suppose  I  may  call  you 
by  your  Christian  name  .'' 

Oswald. 
What  else  should  you  call  me  .'' 

Manders. 
Very  good.  What  I  wanted  to  say  was  this,  my 
dear  Oswald — you  must  not  think  that  I  utterly 
condemn  the  artist's  calling.  I  have  no  doubt 
there  are  many  who  can  keep  their  inner  self 
unharmed  in  that  profession,  as  in  any  other. 
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Oswald. 
Let  us  hope  so. 

Mrs.   Alving. 
[Beaming  ivith  delight.^     I    know  one  who  has 
kept  both  his  niner  and  his  outer  self  unharmed. 
Just  look  at  him,  Mr.  Manders. 

Oswald. 
[Moves  restlessly  about  the  room.^     Yes,  yes,  my 
dear  mother ;  let's  say  no  more  about  it. 

Manders. 
Why,  certainly — that  is  undeniable.  And  you 
have  begun  to  make  a  name  for  yourself  already. 
The  newspapers  have  often  spoken  of  you,  most 
favourably.  Just  lately,  by-the-bye,  I  fancy  I 
haven't  seen  your  name  quite  so  often. 

Oswald. 
[  Up  in  the  conservatory.^     I  haven't  been  able  to 
paint  so  much  lately. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Even  a  painter  needs  a  little  rest  now  and  then. 

Manders. 
No  doubt,  no  doubt.     And  meanwhile   he  can 
be  preparing  himself  and  mustering  his  forces  for 
some  great  work. 

Oswald. 
Yes. — Mother,  will  dinner  soon  be  ready  } 

Mrs.   Alving. 
In  less  than  half  an  hour.      He   has  a   capital 
appetite,  thank  God. 
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Manders. 
And  a  taste  for  tobacco,  too. 

Oswald. 
I  found  my  father's  pipe  in  my  room 

Manders. 
Aha — then  that  accounts  for  it ! 

Mrs.  Alvino. 
For  what  ? 

Manders. 
When  Oswald  appeared  there,  in  the  doorway, 
with  the  pipe  in  his  mouth,  I  could  have  sworn  I 
saw  his  father,  large  as  life. 

Oswald. 
No,  really  ."* 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  how  can  you  say  so  ?     Oswald  takes  after 
me. 

Manders. 
Yes,  but  there  is  an  expression  about  the  corners 
of  the   mouth — something  about    the  lips — that 
reminds  one  exactly  of  Alving :  at  any  rate,  now 
that  he  is  smoking. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Not  in  the  least.     Oswald  has  rather  a  clerical 
curve  about  his  mouth,  I  think. 

Manders. 
Yes,  yes  ;  some  of  my  colleagues  have  much  the 
same  expression. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
But  put  your  pipe  away,  my  dear  boy  ;  I  won't 
have  smoking  in  here. 

Oswald. 
[Does  so.]     By  all  means.     I  only  wanted  to  try 
it ;  for  I  once  smoked  it  when  I  was  a  child. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You? 

Oswald. 
Yes.     I  was  quite  small  at  the  time.     I  recollect 
I  came  up  to  father's  room  one  evening  when  he 
was  in  great  spirits. 

Mrs.   Alving. 
Oh,  you  can't  recollect  anything  of  those  times. 

Oswald. 
Yes,  I  recollect  it  distinctly.  He  took  me  on 
his  knee,  and  gave  me  the  pipe.  "  Smoke,  boy," 
he  said  ;  "smoke  away,  boy  I  "  And  I  smoked  as 
hard  as  I  could,  until  1  felt  I  was  growing  quite 
pale,  and  the  perspiration  stood  in  great  drops  on 
my    forehead.      Then    he    burst    out    laughing 

heartily 

Manders. 

That  was  most  extraordinary. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
My  dear  friend,  it's  only  something  Oswald  has 
dreamt. 

Oswald. 
No,  mother,  I  assure  you  I  didn't  dream  it.   For 
— don't    you   remember    this? — you    came   and 

VI 
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carried  me  out  into  the  nursery.  Then  I  was  sick, 
and  I  saw  that  you  were  crying. — Did  father  often 
play  such  practical  jokes  ? 

Manders. 
In  his  youth  he  overflowed  with   the   joy  of 

life 

Oswald. 

And  yet  he  managed  to  do  so  much  in  the 
world ;  so  much  that  was  good  and  useful ;  although 
he  died  so  early. 

Manders. 

Yes,  you  have  inherited  the  name  of  an  energetic 
and  admirable  man,  my  dear  Oswald  Alving.  No 
doubt  it  will  be  an  incentive  to  you 

Oswald. 
It  ought  to,  indeed. 

Manders. 
It  was  good    of  you    to   come    home    for  the 
ceremony  in  his  honour. 

Oswald. 
I  could  do  no  less  for  my  father. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
And  I  am  to  keep  him  so  long  !     That  is  the 
best  of  all. 

Manders. 
You  are  going  to  pass  the  winter  at  home,  I 
hear. 

Oswald. 
My  stay  is  indefinite,  sir. — But,  ah  !  it  is  good 
to  be  at  home  ! 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
[Beaming.]     Yes,  isn't  it,  dear  ? 

Manders. 
[Looking  sympathetically  at  kim.]     You  went  out 
into  the  world  early,  my  dear  Oswald. 

Oswald. 
I  did.     I  sometimes  wonder  whether  it  wasn't 
too  early. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  not  at  all.     A  healthy  lad  is  all  the  better 
for  it ;  especially  when  he's  an  only  child.     He 
oughtn't  to  hang  on  at  home  with  his  mother  and 
father,  and  get  spoilt. 

Manders. 
That  is  a  very  disputable   point,  Mrs.   Alving. 
A  child's  proper  place  is,  and  must  be,  the  home 
of  his  fathers. 

Oswald. 
There  I  quite  agree  with  you.  Pastor  Manders. 

Manders. 

Only  look  at  your  own  son — there  is  no  reason 
why  we  should  not  say  it  in  his  presence — what 
has  the  consequence  been  for  him  ?  He  is  six  or 
seven  and  twenty,  and  has  never  had  the  ojjpor- 
tunity  of  learning  what  a  well-ordered  home 
really  is. 

Oswald. 

I  beg  your  pardon,  Pastor ;  there  you're  quite 
mistaken. 
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Manders. 
Indeed  ?       I  thought    you  had    lived    almost 
exclusively  in  artistic  circles. 

Oswald. 
So  I  have. 

Manders. 
And  chiefly  among  the  youngerartists  ? 

Oswald 
Yes,  certainly. 

Manders. 
But  I  thought  few  of  those  young  fellows  could 
afford  to  set  up  house  and  support  a  family. 

OsWiV^D. 

There  are  many  who  cannot  afford  to  marry, 
sir. 

Manders. 
Yes,  that  is  just  what  I  say. 

Oswald. 
But  they  may  have  a  home  for  all  that.     And 
several  of  them  have,  as  a  matter  of  fact ;  and  very 
pleasant,  well-ordered  homes  they  are,  too. 

[Mrs,     Alving    follows    with     breathless 
interest  ;  nods,  but  says  nothing. 

Manders. 
But    I'm    not    talking    of    bachelors'    quarters. 
By    a    "  home "     I    understand    the    home   of    a 
family,  where   a   man    lives   with    his   wife   and 
children. 
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Oswald. 

Yes ;    or  with  his  children  and  his  children's 
mother. 

Manders. 

[Starts;  clasps  his  hands.]  But,  good  heavens 

Oswald. 
Well  ? 

Manders. 

Lives  with — his  children's  mother! 

Oswald. 
Yes.     Would  you  have  him  turn  his  children's 
mother  out  of  doors  .'' 

Manders. 
Then  it  is  illicit  relations  you  are  talking  of! 
Irregular  marriages,  as  people  call  them ! 

Oswald. 
I    have    never    noticed    anything   particularly 
irregular  about  the  life  these  people  lead. 

Manders. 
But  how  is  it  possible  that  a — a  young  man  oi- 
young  woman  with   any  decency   of  feeling  can 
endure  to  live  in  that  way  .'' — in  the  eyes  of  all  the 
world  ! 

Oswald. 
What  are  they  to  do  .''     A  poor  young  artist — a 
poor  girl — marriage  costs  a  great  deal.     What  are 
they  to  do  ? 

Manders. 
What  are  they  to  do  ?     Let  me  tell  you,  Mr. 
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Alving,  what  they  ought  to  do.  They  ought  to 
exercise  self-restraint  from  the  first  ;  that  is  what 
they  ought  to  do. 

Oswald. 
That  doctrine  will  scarcely  go  down  with  warm- 
blooded young  people  who  love  each  other. 

Mrs.   Alving. 

No,  scarcely ! 
*  Manders. 

[Contimiing.^  How  can  the  authorities  tolerate 
such  things  !  Allow  them  to  go  on  in  the  light 
of  day  !  [Confronting  Mrs.  Alving.]  Had  I  not 
cause  to  be  deeply  concerned  about  your  son  ? 
In  circles  where  open  immorality  prevails,  and 
has  even  a  sort  of  recognised  position ! 

Oswald. 
Let  me  tell  you,  sir,  that  I   have  been  in  the 
habit  of  spending  nearly  all   my  Sundays  in  one 
or  two  such  irregular  homes 

Manders. 
Sunday  of  all  days  ! 

Oswald. 
Isn't  that  the  day  to  enjoy  one's  self.''  Well, 
never  have  I  heard  an  offensive  word,  and  still 
less  have  I  witnessed  anything  that  could  be  called 
immoral.  No;  do  you  know  when  and  where  I 
have  come  across  immorality  in  artistic  circles  ? 

Manders. 
No,  thank  heaven,  I  don't  ! 
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Oswald. 
Well,  then,  allow  me  to  inform  you.  I  have 
met  with  it  when  one  or  other  of  our  pattern 
husbands  and  fathers  has  come  to  Paris  to  have 
a  look  round  on  his  own  account,  and  has  done 
the  artists  the  honour  of  visiting  their  humble 
haunts.  They  knew  what  was  what.  These 
gentlemen  could  tell  us  all  about  places  and  things 
we  had  never  dreamt  of. 

Manders. 
What !     Do  you  mean  to  say  that  respectable 
men  from  home  here  would .^ 

Oswald. 
Have  you  never  hea'-d  these  respectable  men, 
when  they  got  home  again,  talking  about  the  way 
in  which  immorality  runs  i-ampant  abroad  .'' 

Manders. 
Yes,  no  doubt 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  have  too. 

Oswald. 
W^ell,  you  may  take  their  word  for  it.  They 
know  what  they  are  talking  about  !  [Presses  his 
hands  to  his  head.^  Oh  !  that  that  great,  free, 
glorious  life  out  there  should  be  defiled  in  such  a 
way  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 

You  mustn't  get  excited,   Oswald.       It's  not 
good  for  you. 

Oswald. 
Yes;  you're  quite  right,  mother.     It'^  l)ad  for 
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me,  I  know.  You  see,  I'm  wretchedly  worn  out. 
I  shall  go  for  a  little  turn  before  dinner.  Excuse 
me,  Pastor  :  I  know  you  can't  take  my  point  of 
view  ;  but  I  couldn't  help  speaking  out. 

[He  goes  Old  by  the  second  door  to  the  right. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
My  poor  boy  ! 

Manders. 
You  may  well  say  so.     Then  this  is  what  he  has 
come  to  !  [Mrs.  Alving  looks  at  him  silently. 

Manders. 
[Walking  up  and  donm.^     He  called  himself  the 
Prodigal  Son.     Alas  !  alas  ! 

[Mrs.  Alving  continues  looking  at  him. 

Manders. 
And  what  do  you  say  to  all  this .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  say  that  Oswald  was  right  in  every  word. 

Manders. 
[Stands  still.]     Right  .'*     Right !     In  such  prin- 
ciples .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Here,  in  my  loneliness,  1  have  come  to  the  same 
way  of  thinking,   Pastor  Manders.      Ikit  I    have 
never  dared  to  say  anything.     Well !  now  my  boy 
shall  speak  for  me. 

Manders. 
You  are  greatly  to  be  pitied,  Mrs.  Alving.     But 
now  I  must  speak  seriously  to  you.     And  now  it 
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is  no  longer  your  business  manager  and  adviser, 
your  own  and  your  husband's  early  friend,  who 
stands  before  you.  It  is  the  priest — the  priest  who 
stood  before  you  in  the  moment  of  your  life  when 
you  had  gone  farthest  astray. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
And  what  has  the  priest  to  say  to  me  ? 

Manders. 
I  will  first  stir  up  your  memory  a  little.  The 
moment  is  well  chosen.  To-morrow  will  be  the 
tenth  anniversary  of  your  husbands  death.  To- 
morrow the  memorial  in  his  honour  will  be  un- 
veiled. To-morrow  I  shall  have  to  speak  to  the 
whole  assembled  multitude.  But  to-day  I  will 
speak  to  you  alone. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Very  well,  Pastor  Manders.     Speak. 

Manders. 
Do  you  remember  that  after  less  than  a  year  of 
married  life  you  stood  on  the  verge  of  an  abyss .'' 
That  yojj^orsook  your  house  andjiome .''  That  you 
fled  from  your  husband  .''  Yes,  Mrs.  Alving — fled, 
fled,  and  refused  to  return  to  him,  however  much 
he  begged  and  prayed  you  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Have  you  forgotten   how  infinitely  miserable  I 
was  in  that  first  year .'' 

Manders. 
It  is  the  very  mark  of  the  spirit  of  rebellion  to 
crave  for  happiness  in  this  life.     What  right  have 
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we  human  beings  to  happiness  ?     We  have  simply^ 

to  do  our  duty,  Mrs.  Alving  !     And  your^uty  was 

"tcThoid  Jixmly  to  the   man   you  Jiad   once~c1iosen, 

and  to  whom  you  were  bound  by  the  holiest  ties. 

Mrs,  Alving. 
You  know  very  well  what  sort  of  life  Alving  was 
leading — what  excesses  he  was  guilty  of, 

Mandlrs. 

I  know  very  well  what  rumours  there  were  about 
him ;  and  I  am  the  last  to  approve  the  life  he  led 
in  his  young-  days,  if  report  did  not  wrong  him. 
But  a  wife  is  not  appointed  to  be  her  husband's 
judge.  Itwasyour  duty  to  bear  with  humility  the 
Qrosswhich_a_Higher  Power  had,  in  its  wisdom, 
laiH  upon  you^  But  mstead  ot  that  you  reb'el- 
liously  throw  away  the  cross,  desert  the  back- 
slider whom  you  should  have  supported,  go  and 
risk  your  good  name  and  reputation,  and — nearly 
succeed  in  ruining  other  people's  reputation  into 
the  bargain. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Other  people's  }  One  other  person's,  you  mean, 

Manders. 
It  was  incredibly  reckless  of  you  to  seek  refuge 
with  me, 

Mrs.  Alving, 
With  our  clergyman  ?  With  our  intimate  friend? 

Manders, 
Just  on  that  account.     Yes,  you  may  thank  God 
that   I   possessed  the  necessary  firmness ;  that  I 
succe£d£d in — rliccni^ding  you    from    your^-wild 
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designs  ;  and  that  it  was  vouchsafed  me  to  lead 
you  back  to  the  path  of  duty,  and  home  to  your 
lawful  husband. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Yes,  Pastor  Manders,  that  was  certainly  your 
work. 

Manders. 

I  was  but  a  poor  instrument  in  a  Higher  Hand. 
And  what  a  blessing  has  it  not  proved  to  you, all  the 
days  of  your  life,  that  I  induced  you  to  resume  the 
yoke  of  duty  and  obedience  !  Did  not  everything 
happen  as  I  foretold  ?  Did  not  Alving  turn  his 
back  on  his  errors,  as  a  man  should  ?  Did  he  not 
live  with  you  from  that  time,  lovingly  and  blame- 
lessly, all  his  days  ?  Didliejiot  become  a  bene- 
factor to  the  whole  district  ?  And  diHTTelTofTTelp 
you  to  rise  to  his  own  leveJ7~so  thaf^^rnrrtittle  by 
little,  became  his  assistant  in  alTHis  undertakiiJgs  .'' 
AntT^a  capital^ assistant,  too^— oh,  f  know,  Mrs. 
Alving,  that  praise  is  due  to  you. — But  now  I 
come  to  the  next  great  error  in  your  life. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
What  do  you  mean  } 

Manders. 
,Just  as  you_once  disowned  a  wife's  dutYi_sO-you 

hayp^ippp  rlitnwnprl  a  mnthfr's 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Ah ! 

Manders. 
You  have  been  all  your  life  under  the  dominion 
of  a  pestilent  spirit  of  self-will.     The   whole  bias 
of  your  mind   has   been  towards  insubordination 
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and  lawlessness.  You  have  never  known  how  to 
endure  any  bond.  Everything  that  has  weighed 
upon  you  in  life  you  have  cast  away  without  care 
or  conscience,  like  a  burden  you  were  free  to  throw 
off  at  will.  It  did  not  please  you  to  be  a  wife  any 
longer,  and  you  left  your  husband.  You  found  it 
troublesome  to  be  a  mother,  and  you  sent  your  ■ 
child  forth  among  strangers. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  that  is  true.     I  did  so. 

Manders. 
And  thus  you  have  become  a  stranger  to  him. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
No !  no  !     I  am  not. 

Manders. 

Yes,  you  are  ;  you  must  be.  And  in  what  state 
of  mind  has  he  returned  to  you  .''  Bethink  yourself 
well,  Mrs.  Alving.  You  sinnedgreatly  against  your 
husband; — that  you  recognise  by  raisiiig  yonder 
memorial  to  him.  Recognise  now,  also,  how  you 
have  sinned  against  your  son — there  may  yet  be 
time  to  lead  him  back  from  the  paths  of  error. 
Turn  back  yourself,  and  save  what  may  yet  be 
saved  in  him.  For  [fVith  uplifted  forefinger]  verily, 
Mrs.  Alving,  you  are  a  guilt-laden  mother! — This 
I  have  thought  it  my  duty  to  say  to  you. 

\Silence. 
Mrs.  Alving. 

^Slotvly  and  with  se[f-co7itrol.]  You  have  now 
spoken  out.  Pastor  Manders  ;  and  to-morrow  you 
are  to  speak  publicly  in  memory  of  my  husband. 
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I  shall  not  speak  to-morrow.  But  now  I  will  speak 
frankly  to  you,  as  you  have  spoken  to  me. 

Manders. 
To  be  sure ;  you  will   plead  excuses  for   your 

conduct 

Mrs.  Alving. 
No.     I  will  only  tell  you  a  story. 

Manders. 

Well ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
All  that  you  have  just  said  about  my  husband 
and  me,  and  our  life  after  you  had  brought  me 
back  to  the  path  of  duty  — as  you  called  it — about 
all  that  you  know'  nothing  from  personal  observa- 
tionr  From  that  moment  you,  who  had  been 
our  intimate  friend,  never  set  foot  in  our  house 
again. 

Manders. 
You  and  your  husband  left  the  town  immediately 
after. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes ;  and  in  my  husband's  Hfetime  you  never 
came  to  see  us.     It  was  business  that  forced  you 
to  visit  me  when  you  undertook  the  affairs  of  the 
Orphanage. 

Manders. 
[SoftfT/    and    hesitatingly.]      Helen — if    that    is 
meant  as  a  reproach,  I  would  beg  you  to  bear  in 

mind 

Mrs.  Alving. 
the  regard  you  owed  to  your  position,  yes ; 
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and  that  I  was  a  runaway  wife.    One  can  never  be 
too  cautions  with  such  unprincipled  creatures. 

Manders. 
My  dear — Mrs.   Alving,    you  know  that  is  an 
absurd  exaggeration 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well  well,  suppose  it  is.      My  point  is  that  your 
judi^Tneiit  as  to  my  married  lite   is  founded  upon 
jiothnij"-  hilt  rommnn  knowledge  and  report. 

Manders. 
I  admit  that.     What  then  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well,  then,  Pastor  Manders — I  will  tell  you  the 
truth.      I  have  sworn  to  myself  that  one  day  you 
should  know  it — you  alone  ! 

Manders. 
What  is  the  truth,  then  : 

Mrs.  Alving. 
The   truth   is   that    my   husband    died  just    as 
dissolute  as  he  had  lived  all  his  days. 

Manders. 

[Fee ling  after  a  chair.]     What  do  you  say  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
After  nineteen  years  of  marriage,  as  dissolute — 
in  his  desires  at  any  rate — as  he  was   before  you 
married  us. 

Manders. 
And    those — those    wild    oats — those     irregu- 
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larities — those    excesses,    if    you    like — you    call 
"a  dissolute  life  "? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Our  doctor  used  the  expression. 

Manders. 
I  do  not  understand  you. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Youineed  not. 

Manders 
It  almost  makes  me  dizzy.    Your  whole  married 
life,   the  seeming   union  of  all  these   years,  was 
nothing  more  than  a  hidden  abyss  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Neither  more  nor  less.     Now  you  know  it. 

Manders. 
This  is — this  is  inconceivable  to  me.      I  cannot 
grasp  it !     I  cannot  realise  it !     But  how  was  it 

possible    to ?      How    could    such   a  state.,  of 

thin^sjjejiept-eecizeti 

Mrs.  Alving. 
That  has  been  my  ceaseless  struggle,  day  after 
day.  After  Oswald's  birth,  I  thought  Alving 
seemed  to  be  a  little  better.  But  it  did  not  last 
long.  And  then  f  had  to  strugp^le  twice  as  hard. 
fightino[j,s_thgugh  for  life  or  death,  so  that  nobody 
should  know  what  sort  of  man  my  child's  fat  her 
was^  And  you  know  what  power  Alving  had  of 
winning  people's  hearts.  Nobody  seemed  able  to 
believe  anything  but  good  of  him.  He  was  one 
of  those   people  whose   life  does   not  bite   upon 
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their  reputation.  But  at  last.  Mr.  Manders — 
for  you  must  know  the  whole  story — the  most 
repulsive  thing  of  all  happened, 

Manders. 
More  repulsive  than  what  you  have  told  me  ' 

Mrs,  Alving. 
I  had  gone  on  bearing  with   him,  although   I 
k'lf  W  V<^ry  wHI  the  spfrets  of  his  liie_oiit_qf  doors. 

But  when  he  brought  the  scandal  within  our  own 

walls 

Manders, 
Impossible !     Here  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes ;  here  in  our  own  home.  It  was  there 
[Pointing  towards  the  first  door  on  the  right^,  in  the 
dining-room,  that  I  first  came  to  know  of  it.  I 
was  busy  with  something  in  there,  and  the  door 
was  standing  ajar.  I  heard  our  housemaid  come 
up  from  the  garden,  with  water  for  those  flowers. 

Manders. 

Well ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Soon  after,  I  heard  Alving  come  in  too.  I  heard 
him  say  something  softly  to  her.  And  then  I 
heard — [  fVith  a  short  laugh^ — oh  !  it  still  sounds 
in  my  ears,  so  hateful  and  yet  so  ludicrous — I 
heard  my  own  servant-maid  whisper,  "Let  me 
go,  Mr.  Alving  !     Let  me  be  !  " 

Manders. 
What   unseemly  levity  on    his   part!      But   it 
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cannot  have  been  more  than  levity,  Mrs.  Alving ; 
believe  me,  it  cannot. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  soon  knew  what  to  believe.     Mr.  Alving  had 
his  way  with  the  girl ;   and  that  connection  had 
consequences,  Mr.  Manders. 

Manders. 
[As  though  petrified.]    Such  things  in  this  house  : 
in  this  house  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  had  borne  a  great  deal  in  this  house.  To  keep 
him  at  home  in  the  evenings,  and  at  night,  I  had 
to  make  myself  his  boon  companion  in  his  secret 
orgies  up  in  his  room.  There  I  have  had  to  sit 
alone  with  him,  to  clink  glasses  and  drink  with 
him,  and  to  listen  to  his  ribald,  silly  talk.  I  have 
had  to  fight   Avith   him    to   get   him  dragged    to 

bed 

Manders. 

[Moved.]     And  you  were  able  to  bear  all  this } 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  had  to  bear  it  for  my  little  boy's  sake.     But 
when  the  last  insult  was  added;    when  my  own 

servant  maid ;   then  I  swore  to  myself :  This 

shall  come  to  an  end  !  And  so  I  took  the  reins 
into  my  own  hand — the  whole  control — over  him 
and  everything  else.  For  now  I  had  a  weapon 
against  him,  you  see ;  he  dared  not  oppose  me. 
It  was  then  I  sent  Oswald  away  from  home.  He 
was  nearly  seven  years  old,  and  was  beginning  to 
observe  and  ask  questions,  as  children  do.  That 
I   could   not  bear.      It  seemed  to  me  the  child 
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must  be  poisoned  by  merely  breathing  the  air  of 
this  polluted  home.  That  was  whv  I  sent  him 
away.  And  now  you  can  see,  too,  why  he  was 
never  allowed  to  set  foot  inside  his  home  so  long 
as  his  father  lived.  No  one  knows  what  that 
cost  me. 

Manders. 
You  have  indeed  had  a  life  of  trial, 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  could  never  have  borne  it  if  I  had  not  had  my 
work.  For  I  may  truly  say  that  I  have  worked  ! 
All  the  additions  to  the  estate — all  the  improve- 
ments—  all  the  labour-saving  appliances,  that 
Alving  was  so  much  praised  for  having  introduced 
— do  you  suppose  he  had  energy  for  anything  of 
the  sort  ? — he,  who  lay  all  day  on  the  sofa,  reading 
an  old  Court  Guide  !  No  ;  but  I  may  tell  you  this 
too :  when  he  had  his  better  intervals,  it  was  I 
who  urged  him  on ;  it  was  I  who  had  to  drag  the 
whole  load  when  he  relapsed  into  his  evil  ways, 
or  sank  into  querulous  wretchedness. 

Manders. 
And  it  is  to  this  man  that  you  raise  a  memorial.'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
There  you  see  the  power  of  an  evil  conscience. 

Manders. 
Evil ?     What  do  you  mean  .^ 

Mrs.  Alving. 
It  always  seemed  to  me  impossible  but  that  the 
truth  must  come  out  and  be   believed.       So  the 
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Orphanage  was  to  deaden   all    rumours   and   set 
every  doubt  at  rest. 

Manders. 
In  that  you  have  certainly  not  missed  your  aim, 
Mrs.  Alving. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
And  besides,   I   had   one  other  reason.      I  was 
determined    that    Oswald,    my  own    boy,  should 
inherit  nothing  whatever  from  his  father. 

Manders. 
Then  it  is  Alvins's  fortune  that ? 


Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes.     The  sums  I  have  spent  upon  the  Orphan- 
age, year  by  year,  make  up  the  amount —  I   have 
reckoned  it  up  precisely — the  amount  which  made 
Lieutenant  Alving  "a  good  match  "  in  his  day. 

Manders. 
I  don't  understand 

Mrs.  Alving. 
It  was  my  purchase-money.      I  do  not  choose 
that  that  money  should  pass  into  Oswald's  hands. 
My  son  shall  have  everything    from  me — every- 
thing. 

Oswald  Alving  enters  through  the  second  door  to  the 
right ;  he  has  taken  off'  his  hat  and  overcoat  in 
the  hall. 


Mrs.  Alving. 


Mrs.  Alving. 
[Going  towards  him.]  Are  you  back  again  already  ? 
My  dear,  dear  boy  ! 
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Oswald. 
Yes.     What  can  a  fellow  do  out  of  doors  in  this 
eternal  rain  ?    But  I  hear  dinner  is  ready.    That's 
capital  1 

Regina. 
\^With  a  parcel,  from  the  dining-room.^     A  parcel 
has  come  for  you,  Mrs.  Alving.        [Hands  it  to  her. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[With  a  glance  at   Mr.   Manders.]      No  doubt 
copies  of  the  ode  for  to-morrow's  ceremony. 

Manders, 
H'm 

Regina. 
And  dinner  is  ready. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Very  well.      We  will   come    directly.      I   will 
just [Begins  to  opeii  the  parcel. 

Regina. 
[To  Oswald.]     Would  Mi.  Alving  like  red  or 
white  wine  ? 

Oswald. 

Both,  if  you  please. 

Regina. 
Bien.     Very  well,  sir. 

[She  goes  into  the  dining-room. 

Oswald. 
I  may  as  well  help  to  uncork  it. 

[He  also  goes  into  the  duiing  room,  the  door 
of  which  sivings  half  open  behind  him. 
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Mrs.  a  lying.  ■** 

[Who  has  opened  the  parcel.^      Yes,  I  thought  so. 
Here  is  the  Ceremonial  Ode,  Pastor  Manders. 

M  ANDERS. 

[JTith  folded  hands.'\     With  what  countenance  I 
am  to  deliver  my  discourse  to-morrow ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  you  will  get  through  it  somehow. 

Manders. 
\Sqftly,  so  as  not  to  be  heard  in  the  dining-room.^ 
Yes ;  it  would  not  do  to  provoke  scandal. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Under  her  breath,  butjinnly.]  No.  But  then 
this  long,  hateful  comedy  will  be  ended.  From 
the  day  after  to-morrow,  I  shall  act  in  every  way 
as  though  he  who  is  dead  had  never  lived  in  this 
house.  There  shall  be  no  one  here  but  my  boy 
and  his  mother. 

[i^row?  the  dining-room  comes  the  noise  of  a 
chair  overturned,  and  at  the  same  moment 
is  heard  : 

Regina. 
\Sharply,  but  in  a  ?rhisper.]    Oswald  I  take  care  ! 
are  you  mad  ?     Let  me  go  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[Starts  in  terror.l     Ah ! 

[She  stares  wildly  towards  the  half-open 
door.  Oswald  is  heard  laughing  and 
humming.     A  bottle  is  uncorked. 

Manders. 
[A^tated.^     What  can  be  the  matter?     What 
is  it,  Mrs.  Alving  ? 


214  GHOSTS.  [act  1. 

Mrs.  a  lying. 

[//oar.sxVj/.]       Ghosts !       The    couple    from    the 
conservatory— risen  again  ! 

Manders. 
Is  it  possible  !     Regina ■  ?     Is  she .'' 


Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes.      Come.      Not  a  word— 


\^She  seizes-  Pastor  Manders  bi^  the  arm, 
and  walks  unsteadily  towards  the  dining- 
room. 


ACT  SECOND. 

The  same  room.  The  mist  still  lies  heavy  over  the 
landscape. 

M ANDERS  a>i(l  Mrs.  Alving  enter  from  the  dining- 
room. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Still  i?)  the  donnvaij.^    lelhekomme,^  Mr.  Manders. 
[7'urns  hack  towards  the  diniiig-rootn.]     Aren't  you 
coming  too,  Oswald  .^ 

Oswald. 
[From  within.^     No,  thank  you.      I  think  I  shall 
go  out  a  little. 

Mrs.  "Alving. 
Yes,  do.     The   weather  seems  a  little  brighter 
now.      \She  shuts  the  dining-room  door,  goes  to  the 
hall  door,  and  calls  ;]      Ilegiua  ! 

Regina. 

[Outside.^     Yes,  Mrs.  Alving  } 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Go  down   to  the  laundry,  and   help  with  the 
garlands. 

1  A  phrase  equivalent  to  the  German  Prosit  die  Maktzeit — ' 
"May  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite." 
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Regina. 

Yes,  Mrs.  Alving. 

[Mrs.  Alving  assui-es  herself  that  Regini 
goes  ;  then  shuts  the  door. 

Manders. 
I  suppose  he  cannot  overhear  us  in  there .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Not  when  the  door  is  shut.     Besides,  he's  just 
going  out. 

Manders. 
I  am   still   quite  upset.      I   don't  know  how  1 
could  swallow  a  morsel  of  dinner. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Controlling  her  nervousness,  walks  up  and  down.] 
Nor  I.     But  what  is  to  be  done  now  .^  « 

Manders. 
Yes  ;  what  is  to  be  done  ?     I  am  really  quite  at 
a  loss.      I    am    so  utterly   without  experience  in 
matters  of  this  sort. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  feel  sure  that,  so  far,  no  mischief  has  been 
done. 

Manders. 
No ;    heaven    forbid !     But  it   is    an   unseemly 
state  of  things,  nevertheles.s. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
It  is  only  an  idle  fancy  on  Oswald's  part;  you 
may  be  sure  of  that. 
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Manders. 
Well,  as  I  say,  I  am  not  accustomed  to  affairs  of 
the  kind.      But  I  should  certainly  think 

Mrs.  ALviN(i. 
Out   of    the    house    she    must     go,    and    that 
immediately.     That  is  as  clear  as  daylight 

Manders. 
Yes,  of  course  she  must. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
But  where  to .''     It  would  not  be  right  to 

Manders. 
Where  to  .''     Home  to  her  father,  of  course. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
To  whom  did  you  say  .^ 

Manders. 

To  her But  then,  Engstrand  is  not .'' 

Good   God,    Mrs.   Alving,  it's  impossible  !     You 
must  be  mistaken  after  all. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Unfortunately  there  is  no  possibility  of  mistake. 
Johanna  confessed  everything  to  me  ;  and  Alving 
could  not  deny  it.     So  there  was  nothing  to  be 
done  but  to  get  the  matter  hushed  up. 

Manders. 
No,  you  could  do  nothing  else. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
The  girl  left  our  service  at  once,  and  got  a  good 
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sum  of  money  to  hold  her  tongue  for  the  time. 
The  rest  she  managed  for  herself  when  she  got  to 
town.  She  renewed  her  old  acquaintance  with 
Engstrand,  no  doubt  let  hiai  see  that  she  had 
money  in  her  purse,  and  told  him  some  tale  about 
a  foreigner  who  put  in  here  with  a  yacht  that 
summer.  So  she  and  Engstrand  got  married  in 
hot  haste.     Why,  you  married  them  yourself. 

Manders. 

But  then  how  to  account  for ?     I  recollect 

distinctly  Engstrand  coming  to  give  notice  of  the 
marriage.  He  was  quite  overwhelmed  with  con- 
trition, and  bitterly  reproached  himself  for  the 
misbehaviour  he  and  his  sweetheart  had  been 
guilty  of. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes ;  of  course  he  had   to  take  the  blame  upon 
himself. 

Manders. 
But  such  a  piece  of  duplicity  on  his  part !  And 
towards  me  too!  I  never  could  have  believed 
it  of  Jacob  Engstrand.  1  shall  not  fail  to  take 
hirn  seriously  to  task  ;  he  may  be  sure  of  that. 
— And  then  the  immorality  of  such  a  connec- 
tion I      For    money !       How    much    did    the 

girl  receive  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving 
Three  hundred  dollars. 

Manders. 
Just  think  of  it — for  a  miserable  three  hundred 
dollars,  to  go  and  marry  a  fallen  woman ! 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Then  vvliat  have  you  to  say  of  me  ?     I  went  and 
married  a  fallen  man. 

M  ANDERS. 

Why — good    heavens! — what  are    you  talking 
about !     A  fallen  man  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Do  you  think   Alving  was  any    purer  wlien  I 
went  with  him   to  the    altar    than  Johanna  was 
when  Engstrand  married  her  ? 

Manders. 
Well,  but  there  is  a  world  of  difference  between 

the  two  cases 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Not  so  much  difference  after  all— except  in  the 
price:— a  miserable  three  hundred  dollars  and  a 
whole  fortune. 

Manders. 
How    can    you    compare    such   absolutely    dis- 
similar cases  ?^    You  had  taken  counsel  with  your 
own  heart  and  with  your  natural  advisers. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Without  lookms:  at  him.]     1  thought  you  under- 
stood where  what  you  call  my  heart  had  strayed 
to  at  the  time. 

Manders. 
\Distanlhj.]     Had  I  understood  anything  of  the 
kind,  1  should  not  have  been  a  daily  guest  in  your 
husband's  house. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
At  any  rate,  the  fact  remains  that  with  myself 
I  took  no  counsel  whatever. 

Manders. 
Well  then,  with  your  nearest  relatives — as  your 
duty  bade  you — with  your  mother  and  your  two 
aunts. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  that  is  true.  Those  three  cast  up  the 
account  for  me.  Oh,  it's  marvellous  how  clearly 
they  made  out  that  it  would  be  downright  mad- 
ness to  refuse  such  an  offer.  If  mother  could  only 
see  me  now,  and  know  what  all  that  grandeur  has 
come  to ! 

Manders. 

Nobody  can  be  held  responsible  for  the  result. 
This,  at  least,  remains  clear  :  your  marriage  was 
in  full  accordance  with  law  and  order. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[At  the  tvindow.]     Oh,  that  perpetual   law  and 
order!     I  often  think  that  is  what  does  all  the 
mischief  in  this  world  of  ours. 

Manders. 
Mrs.  Alving,  that  is  a  sinful  way  of  talking. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well,  I  can't  help  it;   I  must  have  done  with  all 
this  constraint  and  insincerity.    I  can  endure  it  no 
longer.      I  must  work  my  way  out  to  freedom. 

Manders. 
What  do  you  mean  by  that .'' 
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Mrs.  a  lying. 
[Drumming  on  the  nundotv-frame.'\  I  ought  never 
to  have  concealed  the  facts  of  Alving's  life.  But 
at  that  time  I  dared  not  do  anything  else — I  was 
afraid,  partly  on  my  own  account.  I  was  such  a 
coward. 

Manders, 
A  coward  } 

Mrs.  a  lying. 
If  people  had  come    to   know   anything,   they 
would   have   said — "  Poor  man  !  with    a  runaway 
wife,  no  wonder  he  kicks  over  the  traces." 

Manders. 
Such  remarks   might   have   been   made  with  a 
certain  show  of  right. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Looking  steadily  at  him.^    If  I  were  what  I  ought 
to  be,  I  should  go  to  Oswald  and  say, "  Listen,  my 
boy  :  your  father  led  a  vicious  life " 

Manders. 
Merciful  heavens ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
and  then  I  should  tell   him  all  I  have  told 


you — every  word  of  it. 

Manders. 
You  shock  me  unspeakably,  Mrs.  Alving. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes ;   I  know  that.      I   know  that  very  well.      I 
myself  am  shocked  at  the  idea.      [Goes  away  from 
the  nindotv.]     I  am  such  a  coward. 
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M  ANDERS. 

You  call  it  "cowardice  "  to  do  your  plain  duty  .'' 
Have  you  forgotten  that  a  son  ought  to  love  and 
honour  his  father  and  mother.'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Do  not  let  us  talk  in  such  general  terms.     Let 
us  ask :    Ought    Oswald    to    love    and     honour 
Chamberlain  Alving  ? 

Manders. 
Is  there  no  voice   in  your  mother's  heart  that 
forbids  you  to  destroy  your  son's  ideals  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
But  what  about  the  truth  ? 

Manders. 
But  what  about  the  ideals  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh — ideals,  ideals  !     If  only  I  were  not  such  a 
coward ! 

Manders. 
Do  not  despise  ideals,  Mrs  Alving;  they  will 
avenge  themselves  cruelly.  Take  Oswald's  case  : 
he,  unfortunately,  seems  to  have  few  enough  ideals 
as  it  is  ;  but  I  can  see  that  his  father  stands  before 
him  as  an  ideal. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  that  is  true. 

Manders. 
And  this    habit  of    mind    you     have    yourself 
implanted  and  fostered  by  your  letters. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes;  in  my  superstitious  awe  for  duty  and  the 
proprieties,  1  lied  to  my  hoy,  year  after  year.     Oli, 
what  a  coward — what  a  coward  I  have  been  ! 

M  ANDERS. 

You  have  established  a  happy  illusion  in  your 
son's  heart,  Mrs.  Alving  ;  and  assuredly  you  ought 
not  to  undervalue  it. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
H'm  ;  who  knows  whether  it  is  so  happy  after 

all ?     But,  at  any  rate,   I  will  not  have  any 

tampering   with    Regina.       He  shall  not    go  and 
wreck  the  poor  girl's  life. 

Manders. 
No  ;  good  God — that  would  be  terrible  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
If  I  knew  he  was  in  earnest,  and  that  it  would 
be  for  his  happiness 

Manders. 
What  ?     What  then  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
But  it  couldn't  be ;  for  unfortunately  Regina  is 
not  the  right  sort  of  woman. 

Manders. 
Well,  what  then  ?     What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
If  1  weren't  such  a  pitiful  coward,  I  should  say 
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to  him,  "  Marry  her,  or  make  what  arrangement 
you  please,  only  let  us  have  nothing  underhand 
about  it." 

Manders. 
Merciful  heavens,  would  you  let  them  marry  ! 
Anything  so  dreadful I  so  unheard  of 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Do  you  really  mean  "unheard  of"  }     Frankly, 
Pastor  Manders,  do  you   suppose  that  throughout 
the   country   there    are    not     plenty   of    married 
couples  as  closely  akin  as  they  } 

Manders. 
I  don't  in  the  least  understand  you. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh  yes,  indeed  you  do. 

Manders. 
Ah,  you  are  thinking  of  the  possibility  that- 


Alas  !  yes,  family  life  is  certainly  not  always  so 
pure  as  it  ought  to  be.  But  in  such  a  case  as  you 
point  to,  one  can  never  know— at  least  with  any 
certainty.  Here,  on  the  other  hand  — that  you,  a 
mother,  can  think  of  letting  your  son I 

Mrs.  Alving. 
But   1   cannot — I   wouldn't  for  anything  in  the 
world ;  that  is  precisely  what  I  am  saying. 

Manders. 
No,  because  you  are  a  "  coward,"  as  you  put  it. 

But  if  you   were   not   a    "  coward,"     then } 

Good  God  !  a  connection  so  shocking ! 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
So  far  as  that  goes,  they  say  we  are  all  sprung 
from  connections  of  that  sort.     And  who  is  it  that 
arranged  the  world  so.  Pastor  Manders  .'' 

Manders. 
Questions  of  that  kind  I  must  decline  to  discuss 
with  you,  Mrs.  Alving  ;  you  are  far  from  being  in 
the  right  frame  of  mind  for  them.      But  that  you 
dare  to  call  your  scruples  "  cowardly  " ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Let  me  tell  you  what  I  mean.     I  am  timid  and 
faint-hearted  because  of  the  ghosts  that  hang  about 
me,  and  that  I  can  never  quite  shake  off. 

M.\NDERS. 

What  do  you  say  hangs  about  you  .-^ 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Ghosts  !  When  I  heard  Regina  and  Oswald  in 
there,  it  was  as  though  ghosts  rose  up  before  me. 
But  I  almost  think  we  are  all  of  us  ghosts,  Pastor 
Manders.  It  is  not  only  what  we  have  inherited 
from  our  father  and  mother  that  "  walks  "  in  us.  It 
is  all  sorts  of  dead  ideas,  and  lifeless  old  beliefs, 
and  so  forth.  They  have  no  vitality,  but  they 
cling  to  us  all  the  same,  and  we  cannot  shake 
them  off.  Whenever  I  take  up  a  newspaper, 
I  seem  to  see  ghosts  gliding  between  the  lines. 
There  must  be  ghosts  all  the  country  over, 
as  thick  as  the  sands  of  the  sea.  And  then 
we  are,  one  and  all,  so  pitifully  afraid  of  the 
light. 
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Manders. 
Aha — here  we  have  the  fruits  of  your  reading. 
And  pi'etty  fruits  they  are,  upon  my  word  !     Oh, 
those  horrible,  revokitionar}',  freetJiinking  books  ! 

Mrs.  a  lying. 
You  are  mistaken,  my  dear  Pastor.      It  was  you 
yourself  who  set  me  thinking  ;  and  I  thank  you 
for  it  with  all  my  heart. 

Manders. 
I! 

Mrs.  a  lying. 
Yes — when  you  forced  me  under  the  yoke  of 
what  you  called  duty  and  obligation  ;  when  you 
lauded  as  right  and  proper  what  my  whole  soul 
rebelled  against  as  something  loathsome.  It  was 
then  that  I  began  to  look  into  the  seams  of  your 
doctrines.  I  wanted  only  to  pick  at  a  single  knot ; 
but  when  I  had  got  that  undone,  the  whole  thing 
ravelled  out.  And  then  I  understood  that  it  was 
all  machine-sewn. 

Manders. 
[Softly,  iritli  cjuulion.]     And  was  that  the  upshot 
of  my  life's  hardest  battle  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Call  it  rather  your  most  pitiful  defeat. 

Manders. 
It  was  my  greatest  victory,  Helen — the  victory 
over  myself. 

Mrs.  Alying. 
It  was  a  crime  against  us  both. 
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Manders. 
When  you  went  astray,  and  came  to  me  crying, 
"  Hei'e  I  am  ;  take  me  !  "  I  commanded  you,  say 
ing,  '^  Woman,  go  home  to  your  lawful  husband." 
Was  that  a  crime  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  I  think  so. 

Manders. 
We  two  do  not  understand  each  other. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Not  now,  at  any  rate. 

Manders. 
Never — never  in  my  most  secret  thoughts  have 
I  regarded  you  otherwise  than  as  another's  wife. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh — indeed  ? 

Manders. 
Helen ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
People  so  easily  forget  their  past  selves. 

Manders. 
I  do  not.     I  am  what  I  always  was. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[^Changing  the  .subject.^  Well  well  well  ;  don't  let 
us  talk  of  old  times  any  longer.  You  are  now  over 
head  and  ears  in  Boards  and  Committees,  and  I 
am  fighting  my  battle  with  ghosts,  both  within  me 
and  without. 
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Manders. 
Those  without  I  shall  help  you  to  lay.     After 
all  the  terrible  things  I  have  heard  from  you  to- 
day, I  cannot  in  conscience  permit  an  unprotected 
girl  to  remain  in  your  house. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Don't  you  think  the  best  plan  would  be  to  get 
her  provided  for  ? — I  mean,  by  a  good  marriage. 

Manders. 
No  doubt.      I  think  it   would   be   desirable  for 
her  in   every  respect.      Regina   is  now  at  the  age 

when Of  course  I  don't  know  much  about 

these  things,  but 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Regina  matured  very  early. 

Manders. 

Yes,  I  thought  so.      I  have   an  impression  that 

she  was   remarkably   well  developed,   physically, 

when  I  prepared  her  for  confirmation.      But  in  the 

meantime,  she  ought  to  be   at  home,   under  her 

father's  eye Ah  !  but  Engstrand  is  not 

That  he — that  h  e — could  so  hide  the  truth  from 
me  !  [A  knock  at  the  door  into  the  hall. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Who  can  this  be  }     Come  in  ! 

Engstrand. 
[In  his  Sunday  clothes,  in  the  doorway.]  I  humbly 
beg  your  pardon,  but 

Manders. 
Aha!    H'm 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Is  that  you,  Engstrand  > 

PLngstrand. 
-there  was  none  of  the  servants  about,  so  I 


took  the  great  liberty  ot  just  knocking. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,   very   well.     Come  in.     Do  you  want  to 
speak  to  me  .'' 

Engstrand. 
[^Comes  i?i.]     No,  I'm  obliged  to  you,  ma'am  ;  it 
was  with  his  Reverence  I  wanted  to  have  a  word 
or  two. 

Manders. 
[Walking  up  and  down  the  room. ^     Ah — indeed! 
You  want  to  speak  to  me,  do  you  ^ 

Engstrand. 
Yes,  I'd  like  so  terrible  much  to 


Manders. 

[Stops  in  front  of  him.]  VV^ell ;  may  I  ask  what 
you  want  ? 

Engstrand. 

Well,  it  was  just  this,  your  Reverence :  we've 
been  paid  off  down  yonder — my  grateful  thanks 
to  you,  ma'am, — and  now  everything's  finished, 
I've  been  thinking  it  would  be  but  right  and 
proper  if  we,  that  have  been  working  so  honestly 
together  all  this  time— well,  I  was  thinking  we 
ought  to  end  up  with  a  little  prayer-meeting 
to-night. 


230  GHOSTS.  [act  II. 

M  ANDERS. 

A  prayer-meeting  ?     Down  at  the  Orphanage  ? 

Engstrand. 
Oh,     if    your     Reverence      doesn't     think     it 
proper 

M  ANDERS. 

Oh  yes,  I  do  ;  but — h'ra — 

Engstrand. 
I've  been  in  the   habit   of  offering   up  a  httle 
prayer  in  the  evenings,  myself — — 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Have  you  ? 

Engstrand. 
Yes,  every  now  and  then — just  a  httle  edifica- 
tion, in  a  manner  of  speaking.  But  I'm  a  poor, 
common  man,  and  have  little  enough  gift,  God 
help  me  I — and  so  I  thought,  as  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Manders  happened  to  be  here,  I'd 

M  ANDERS. 

Well,  you  see,  Engstrand,  I  have  a  question  to 
put  to  you  first.  Are  you  in  the  right  frame  of 
mind  for  such  a  meeting !  Do  you  feel  your 
conscience  clear  and  at  ease  ? 

Engstrand. 
Oh,  God  help  us,  your  Reverence  !  we'd  better 
not  talk  about  conscience. 

Manders, 
Yes,  that   is   just    what   we   must  talk    about. 
What  have  you  to  answer  ? 

Engstrand. 
Why — a  man's  conscience — it  can  be  bad  enough 
now  and  then. 
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Manders. 
Ah,  you  admit   that.     Then   perhaps  you    will 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  and  tell  me— the   real 
truth  about  Regina  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Quicklt^.]     Mr.  Manders  ! 

Manders. 

[Reassuringly.  ]     PI  ease  al  1  o  w  m  e 

Engstrand. 
About  Regina  !      Lord,  what  a   turn   you   gave 
me!     [Looks   at   Mrs.    Alving.]     There's  nothing 
wrong  about  Regina,  is  there  ? 
Manders. 
We  will   hope   not.      But  I   mean,  what  is  the 
truth  about  you  and   Regina .?     You  pass  for  her 

father,  eh  ! 

Engstrand. 

[  Uncertain.']   Well  —h' m— your  Reverence  knows 
all  about  me  and  poor  Johanna. 
Manders. 

Come  now,  no  more  prevarication  1     Your  wife 
told  Mrs.  Alving  the  whole  story   before   quitting 

her  service. 

Engstrand. 

Well,  then,  may !     Now,  did  she  really  t 

Manders. 

You  see  we  know  you  now,  Engstrand. 

Engstrand. 

And  she  swore  and  took  her  Bible  oath 

Manders. 

Did  she  take  her  Bible  oath  ? 
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Engstrand 
No ;  she  only  swore  ;  but  she  did  it  that  solemn- 
like. 

Manders. 
And  you  have   hidden   the   truth  from  me  all 
these   years  ?      Hidden   it   from   me,    who   have 
trusted  you  without  reserve,  in  everything. 

Engstrand. 
Well,  I  can't  deny  it. 

Manders. 
Have  I  deserved  this  of  you,  Engstrand  ?  Have 
I  not  always  been  ready  to  help  you  in  word  and 
deed,  so  far  as  it  lay  in  my  power  ?     Answer  me. 
Have  I  not  ? 

Engstrand. 
It  would  have    been  a  poor  look-out  for  me 
many  a  time  but  for  the  Reverend  Mr.  Manders. 

Manders. 
And  this  is  how  you  reward  me  !  You  cause 
me  to  enter  falsehoods  in  the  Church  Register, 
and  you  withhold  from  me,  year  after  year,  the 
explanations  you  owed  alike  to  me  and  to  the 
truth.  Your  conduct  has  been  wholly  inexcusable, 
Engstrand;  and  from  this  time  forward  I  have 
done  with  you  ! 

Engstrand. 
[  IViih  a  sigh.]     Yes  !     I  suppose  there's  no  help 
for  it. 

Manders. 
How  can  you  possibly  justify  yourself.'' 
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Engstrand. 
Who  Could  ever  have  thought  she'd  have  gone 
and  made  bad  worse  by  talking   about  it .''     Will 
your  Reverence  just  fancy  yourself  in  the   same 
trouble  as  poor  Johanna 

Manders. 
I! 

Engstrand. 
Lord  bless  you,  I  don't  mean  just  exactly  the 
same.  But  I  mean,  if  your  Reverence  had  any- 
thing to  be  ashamed  of  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  as 
the  saying  goes.  We  menfolk  oughtn't  to  judge 
a  poor  woman  too  hardly,  your  Reverence. 

Manders, 
I  am  not  doing  so.     It  is  you  I  am  reproaching. 

Engstrand. 
Might  I  make  so  bold  as  to  ask  your  Reverence 
a  bit  of  a  question  ? 

Manders. 
Yes,  if  you  want  to. 

Engstrand. 
Isn't  it  right  and  proper  for  a  man  to  raise  up 
the  fallen  .'' 

Manders. 
Most  certainly  it  is. 

Engstrand. 
And  isn't  a   man    bound  to    keep  his   sacred 
word .'' 
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Manders. 
Why  J  of  course  he  is  ;  but 


Engstrand. 
When  Johanna  had  got  into  trouble  through 
that  Englishman  —  or  it  might  have  been  an 
American  or  a  Russian,  as  they  call  them — well, 
you  see,  she  came  down  into  the  town.  Poor 
thing,  she'd  sent  me  about  my  business  once  or 
twice  before  :  for  she  couldn't  bear  the  sight  of 
anything  as  wasn't  handsome  ;  and  I'd  got  this 
damaged  leg  of  mine.  Your  Reverence  recollects 
how  1  ventured  up  into  a  dancing  saloon,  where 
seafaring  men  was  carrying  on  with  drink  and 
devilry,  as  the  saying  goes.  And  then,  when  I 
was  for  giving  them  a  bit  of  an  admonition  to 
lead  a  new  life 

Mrs.  Alving. 
\_At  the  wiJidowJ]     H'm 

Manders. 
I  know  all  about  that,  Engstrand  ;   the  ruffians 
threw  you  downstairs.     You  have  told  me  of  the 
affair  already.    Your  infirmity  is  an  honour  to  you. 

Engstrand. 
I'm  not  puffed  up  about  it,  your  Reverence. 
But  what  I  wanted  to  say  was,  that  when  she  came 
and  confessed  all  to  me,  with  weeping  and  gnash- 
ing of  teeth,  I  can  tell  your  Reverence  I  was  sore 
at  heart  to  hear  it. 

Manders. 
Were  vou  indeed,  Engstrand  }      Well,  go  on. 
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Engstrand. 
So  I  says  to  her,  "  The  American,  he's  sailing 
about  on  the  boundless  sea.  And  as  for  you, 
Johanna,"  says  I,  "  you've  committed  a  grievous 
sin,  and  you're  a  fallen  creature.  But  Jacob  Eng- 
strand," says  I,  "  he's  got  two  good  legs  to  stand 

upon,  he  has "      You  see,  your  Reverence,  I 

was  speaking  figurative  like. 

M  ANDERS. 

I  understand  quite  well.     Go  on. 

Engstrand. 
Well,  that  was  how  T  raised  her  up  and  made 
an  honest  woman  of  her,  so  as  folks  shouldn't  get 
to  know  how  as  she'd  gone  astray  with  foreigners. 

Manders. 
In  all  that  you  acted  very  well.      Only  I  cannot 
approve  of  your  stooping  to  take  money 

Engstrand. 
Money  ?     I  .''     Not  a  farthing  ! 

Manders. 
[Inquiringli^  to  Mrs.  Alving.]     But 

Engstrand. 
Oh,  wait  a  minute  ! — now  I  recollect.  Johanna 
did  have  a  trifle  of  money.  But  I  would  have 
nothing  to  do  with  that.  "No,"  says  I,  "that's 
mammon  ;  that's  the  wages  of  sin.  This  dirty 
gold — or  notes,  or  whatever  it  was — we'll  just  fling 
that  back  in  the  American's  face,"  says  I.  But 
he  was  off  and  away,  over  the  stormy  sea,  ypiu- 
Reverence. 
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Manders. 
Was  he  really,  my  good  fellow  ? 

Engstrand. 
He  was    indeed,  sir.     So  Johanna   and  I,  we 
agreed  that   the  money  should   go  to  the  child's 
education  ;  and  so   it  did,  and    I   can  account  for 
every  blessed  farthing  of  it. 

Manders. 
Why,  this  alters  the  case  considerably. 

Engstrand. 
That's  just  how  it  stands,  your  Reverence.  And 
I  make  so  bold  as   to   say  as  I've  been  an  honest 
father  to  Regina,  so  far  as  my  poor  strength  went ; 
for  I'm  but  a  weak  vessel,  worse  luck  ! 

Manders. 
Well,  well,  my  good  fellow 


Engstrand. 
All  the  same,  I  bear  myself  witness  as  I've 
brought  up  the  child,  and  lived  kindly  with  poor 
Johanna,  and  ruled  over  my  own  house,  as  the 
Scripture  has  it.  But  it  couldn't  never  enter  my 
head  to  go  to  your  Reverence  and  puff  myself  up 
and  boast  because  even  the  likes  of  me  had  done 
some  good  in  the  world.  No,  sir  ;  when  anything 
of  that  sort  happens  to  Jacob  Engstrand,  he  holds 
his  tongue  about  it.  It  don't  happen  so  terrible 
often,  I  daresay.  And  when  I  do  come  to  see 
your  Reverence,  I  find  a  mortal  deal  that's  wicked 
and  weak  to  talk  about.     For  I  said  it  before,  and 
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I  says  it  again — a  man's  conscience  isn't  always  as 
clean  as  it  might  be. 

Manders, 
Give  me  your  hand,  Jacob  Engstrand. 

Engstrand. 
Ohj  Lord  I  your  Reverence 

Manders. 
Come,  no  nonsense  [wrings  his  hand].     There 
we  are  ! 

Engstrand. 

And  if  I  might  humbly  beg  your  Reverence's 

pardon 

Manders. 

You  ?     On  the  contrary,  it  is  I  who  ought  to 
beg  your  pardon 

Engstrand. 
Lord,  no,  sir  ! 

Manders. 
Yes,  assuredly.     And  I  do  it  with  all  my  heart. 
Forgive    me  for    misunderstanding   you.     I  only 
wish  1   could  give   you   some  proof  of  my  hearty 
regret,  and  of  my  good- will  towards  you 

Engstrand. 
Would  your  Reverence  do  it .'' 

Manders. 
With  the  greatest  pleasure. 

Engstrand, 
Well  then,  here's  the  very  chance.     With  the 
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bit  of  money  I've  saved   here,  I  was  thinking  I 
might  set  up  a  Sailors'  Home  down  in  the  town. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You.? 

Engstrand. 
Yes  ;  it  might  be  a  sort  of  Orphanage,  too,  in  a 
manner  of  speaking.  There's  such  a  many  tempta- 
tions for  seafaring  folk  ashore.  But  in  this  Home 
of  mine,  a  man  might  feel  like  as  he  was  under 
a  father's  eye,  I  was  thinking. 

M  ANDERS. 

What  do  you  say  to  this,  Mrs.  Alving .'' 

Engstr.\nd. 
It  isn't  much  as   I've  got  to  start   with,    Lord 
help  me  !    But  if  I  could  only  find  a  helping  hand, 
why 

M  ANDERS. 

Yes,  yes  ;  we  will  look  into  the  matter  more 
closely.  I  entirely  ap))rove  of  your  plan.  But 
now,  go  before  me  and  make  everything  ready, 
and  get  the  candles  lighted,  so  as  to  give  the  place 
an  air  of  festivity.  And  then  we  will  pass  an 
edifying  hour  together,  my  good  fellow ;  for 
now  I  quite  believe  you  are  in  the  right  frame 
of  mind. 

Engstrand. 

Yes,  I  trust   I  am.     And   so  I'll   say  good-bye, 

ma'am,  and  thank  you  kindly  ;  and  take  good  care 

of  Regina  for  me — [JVipex  a  tear  from  his  eye] — 

poor  Johanna's  child.     Well,  it's  a  queer  thing. 
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now  ;  but  it's  just  like  as  if  she'd  growd  into  the 
very  apple  of  my  eye.      It  is,  indeed. 

[He  bojvs  and  goes  out  through  the  hall. 

Maxders. 
Well,  what  do  you  say  of  that  man  now,   Mrs. 
Alving .''     That  was   a  very  different   account  of 
matters,  was  it  not  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  it  certainly  was. 

M  ANDERS. 

It  only  shows  how  excessively  careful  one  ought 
to  be  in  judging  one's  fellow  creatures.  But  what 
a  heartfelt  joy  it  is  to  ascertain  that  one  has  been 
mistaken  !     Dont  you  think  so  } 

Mrs.  Alving. 

I  think  you  are,  and  will  always  be,  a  great 
baby,  Manders. 

Manders. 
I? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Lai^hig  her  two  hands  upon  his  shoulders.^     And 
I  say   that  I   have  half  a  mind   to  put  my  arms 
round  your  neck,  and  kiss  you. 

Manders. 
[Steppi7ig  hastily  hack.  ]     No,  no  !    God  bless  me  ! 
Wliat  an  idea  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[With  a  smile.'\     Oh,  you  needn't  be  afraid  of 
me. 
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Manders. 
[By  the  tahle.^  You  have  sometimes  such  an 
exaggerated  way  of  expressing  yourself.  Now,  let 
me  just  collect  all  the  documents,  and  put  them  in 
my  bag.  [He  does  *o.]  There,  that's  all  right. 
And  now,  good-bye  for  the  present.  Keep  your 
eyes  open  when  Oswald  comes  back.  I  shall  look 
in  again  later. 

[He  takes  his  hat  arid  goes  out  through  the 
hall  door. 

Mrs.  a  lying. 

[Sighs,  looks  for  a  moment  out  of  the  window,  sets 
the  room  in  order  a  little,  and  is  about  tu  go  into  the 
dining-room,  but  stops  at  the  door  with  a  halj- 
suppressed  cry.^     Oswald,  are  you  still  at  table  ? 

Oswald. 
[In  the  dining    room.]     I'm    only  finishing   my 
cigar. 

Mrs.  a  lying. 
I  thought  you  had  gone  for  a  little  walk. 

Oswald. 
In  such  weather  as  this  .'' 

[A  glass  clinks.  Mrs.  Alying  leaves  the 
door  open,  and  .sv/.v  down  with  her  knitting 
on  the  sofa  by  the  window. 

Oswald. 
Wasn't  that  Pastor  Manders  that  went  out  just 
now  ? 

Mrs.  Alying. 
Yes  ;  he  went  down  to  the  Orphanage. 
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Oswald. 
H'm.  [The  glass  and  decanter  clink  again. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[With    a  troubled  glance.]     Dear    Oswald,    you 
should  take  care  of  that  liqueur.      It^s  strong. 

Oswald. 
It  keeps  out  the  damp. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Wouldn't  you  rather  come  in  here,  to  me  .'* 

Oswald. 
I  mayn't  smoke  in  there. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You  know  quite  well  you  may  smoke  cigars. 

Oswald. 
Oh,  all  right  then  ;  I'll  come  in.     Just  a  tiny 
drop  more  first. — There  !     [He  coines  into  the  room 
with  his  cigar,  and  shuts  the  door  after  him.     A  short 
silence.]     Where  has  the  pastor  gone  to  } 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  have  just  told  you  ;  he  went   down    to   the 
Orphanage. 

Oswald. 

Oh,  yes  ;  so  you  did. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You  shouldn't  sit  so  long  at  table,  Oswald. 

Oswald. 
[Holding  his  cigar  behind  him.]     But  I  find  it  so 
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pleasant,  mother.  [Strokes  mid  catrsses  her.^  Just 
think  what  it  is  for  me  to  come  home  and  sit  at 
mother's  own  table,  in  mother's  room,  and  eat 
mother's  delicious  dishes. 

Mrs.  a  lying. 
My  dear,  dear  boy  I 

Oswald, 
[So7neivhat  impatientlii,  walks  about  and  smokes.^ 
And  what  else  can  I  do    with  myself  here  ?     I 
can't  set  to  work  at  anything. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Why  can't  you  ? 

Oswald. 
In  such  weather  as  this  ?     Without  a  single  ray 
of  sunshine  the  whole  day  .-*    [If'alks  up  the  roomA 
Oh,  not  to  be  able  to  work ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Perhaps  it  was  not  quite  wise   of  you   to   come 
home  ? 

Oswald. 
Oh,  yes,  mother ;  I  had  to. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You   know  I  would  ten  times   rather  forgo  the 
joy  of  having  you  here,  than  let  you 

Oswald. 
[Stops  hes'ule   the    tahle.]       Now    just     tell    me, 
mother  :  does  it  really  make  you  so  very  happy  to 
have  me  home  agair.  , 
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Mrs.  Alvino. 
Does  it  make  me  happy  ! 

Oswald. 
[Crumpling    up   a  newspaper.^     I    should    have 
thought  it  must  be  pretty  much  the  same  to  you 
whether  I  was  in  existence  or  not. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Have  you  the  heart  to  say  that  to  your  mother, 
Oswald  ? 

Oswald, 

But  you've  got  on  very  well  without  me  all  this 
time. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Yes  ;  I  have  got  on  without  you.     That  is  true. 
[A   silence.      Twilight  slowly  begins  to  fall. 
Oswald  paces  to  and  fro  across  the  room. 
He  has  laid  his  cigar  down. 

Oswald. 
[Stops  beside  Mrs.   Alving.]     Mother,  may  I  sit 
on  the  sofa  beside  you  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Makes  room  for  him.']     Yes,  do,  my  dear  boy. 

Oswald. 
[Sits  down.]     Thei-e  is  something  I   must  tell 
you,  mother. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[Anxiousli/.]     Well  .-* 

Osw\ld. 
[Looks  fixedly  before  hi^n.]     For  I  can't  go  on 
hiding  it  any  longer. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Hiding  what .''     What  is  it  ? 

Oswald. 
[^As  before.^     I  could  never  bring  myself  to  write 
to  you  about  it ;  and  since  I've  come  home 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[Seizes  him  by  the  ann.^  Oswald,  what  is  the 
matter .'' 

Oswald. 
Both  yesterday  and  to-day  I  have  tried  to  put 
the  thoughts  away  from  me — to  cast  them  off; 
but  it's  no  use. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Rising.]     Now  you  must   tell  me  everything, 
Oswald  ! 

Oswald. 

[Draws  her  donm  to  the  sofa  again.]  Sit  still ; 
,and  then  I  will  try  to  tell  you. — I  complained  of 
fatigue  after  my  journey 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well  ?     What  then  ? 

Oswald. 
But  it  isn't  that  that  is  the  matter  with  me  ; 
not  any  ordinary  fatigue 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Tries  to  jump  up.]     You  are  not  ill,  Oswald  ? 

Oswald. 
[Draws  her  down  again.]     Sit  still,  mother.     Do 
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take  it  quietly.  I'm  not  downright  ill,  either  ; 
not  what  is  commonly  called  "ill."  [Clasps  his 
hands  above  his  head.^  Mother,  my  mind  is  broken 
down — ruined — I  shall  never  be  able  to  work 
again  ! 

[With  his  hands  before  his  foce,  he  buries 

his  head  in  her  lap,  and  breaks  into  bitter 

sobbing^ 

Mrs.  a  lying. 
[  White  and  trembling.']     Oswald  !     Look  at  me  .' 
No,  no  ;  it's  not  true. 

Oswald. 

[Looks  up  with  despair  in  his  eyes.\  Never  to  be 
able  to  work  again  I  Never  ! — nevet!  A  living 
death !  Mother,  can  you  imagine  anything  so 
horrible .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 

My  poor  boy  !  How  has  this  horrible  thing 
come  upon  you  } 

Oswald. 

[Sitting  upright  again.']  That's  just  what  I 
cannot  possibly  grasp  or  understand.  I  have 
never  led  a  dissipated  life — never,  in  any  respect. 
You  mustn't  believe  that  of  me,  mother  !  I've 
never  done  that. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

I  am  sure  you  liaven't,  Oswald. 

Oswald, 
And  yet  this  has  come  upon  me  just  the  same — 
this  awful  misfortune ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  but  it  will  pass  over,  my  dear,  blessed  boy. 
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It's    nothing  but  over-work.      Trust    me,  I    am 
right. 

Oswald. 
[Sadli/.]      I    thought  so  too,    at   first ;    but   it 
isn't  so. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Tell  me  everything,  from  beginning  to  end. 

Oswald. 
Yes,  I  will. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
When  did  you  first  notice  it  ? 

Oswald. 
It  was  directly  after  I  had  been  home  last  time, 
and  had  got  back  to  Paris  again.  I  began  to 
feel  the  most  violent  pains  in  my  head — chiefly  in 
the  back  of  my  head,  they  seemed  to  come.  It 
was  as  though  a  tight  iron  ring  was  being  screwed 
round  my  neck  and  upwards. 

Mrs.   Alving. 
Well,  and  then  ? 

Oswald. 
__  At  first    I    thought  it  was    nothing  but    the 
ordinary  headache   I   had  been  so   plagued  with 
while  I  was  growing  up 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Yes,  yes 

Oswald. 

But  it  wasn't  that.     I  soon  found  that  out.     I 

couldn't  work  any  more.      I  wanted  to  begin  upon 

a  big  new  picture,  but  my  powers  seemed  to  fail 

me ;  all  my  strength  was  crippled ;  I  could  form 
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no  definite  images  ;  everj'thing  swam  before  me — 
whirling  round  and  round.  Oh,  it  was  an  awful 
state  !  At  last  1  sent  for  a  doctor — and  from  him 
I  learned  the  truth. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
How  do  you  mean  } 

Oswald. 
He  was  one  of  the  first  doctors  in  Paris.  I  told 
him  my  symptoms ;  and  then  he  set  to  work 
asking  me  a  string  of  questions  which  I  thought 
had  nothing  to  do  with  the  matter.  I  couldn't 
imagine  what  the  man  was  after 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well }' 

Oswald. 
At  last  he  said  :  "  There  has  been  something 
worm-eaten  in  you  from  your  birth."     He  used 
that  very  word — vermoulu. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Breathlessly l\     What  did  he  mean  by  that .'' 

Oswald. 
I  didn't  understand  either,  and  begged  him  to 
explain  himself  more  clearly.     And  then  the  old 
cynic  said — [Clenching  hisjist\     Oh ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
What  did  he  say  } 

Oswald. 
He  said,  "  The  sins  of  the  fathers  are  visited 
upon  the  children." 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
[Rising  slowly.]     The  sins  of  the  fathers I 

Oswald. 
I  very  nearly  struck  him  in  the  face 

Mrs.   Alving. 

[Walks  away  across  the  room.]     The  sins  of  the 

fathers 

Oswald. 

[Smiles  sadly.]  Yes;  what  do  you  think  of 
that  ?  Of  course  I  assured  him  that  such  a  thing 
was  out  of  the  question.  But  do  you  think  he 
gave  in  ?  No,  he  stuck  to  it ;  and  it  was  only 
when  I  produced  your  letters  and  translated  the 
passages  relating  to  father 

Mrs.  Alving. 

But  then > 

Oswald. 
f    Then  of  course  he  had  to  admit  that  he  was  on 
I  the  wrong  track  ;  and  so  I   learned  the  truth — 
the  incomprehensible  truth  !     I  ought  not  to  have 
taken    part    with    my    comrades    in    that    light- 
hearted,  glorious  life  of  theirs.     It  had  been  too 
much  for  my  strength.     So  I  had  brought  it  upon 
myself ! 
*-  Mrs.  Alving. 

Oswald  !     No,  no  ;  do  not  believe  it ! 

Oswald. 

f  No  other  explanation  was  possible,  he  said. 
/  That's  the  awful  part  of  it.  Incurably  ruined  for 
I  life — by  my  own  heedlessness  !     All  that  I  meant 
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to  have  done  in  the  world — I  never  dare  think  of 
it  again — I'm  not  able  to  think  of  it.  Oh  !  if  I 
could  only  live  over  again,  and  undo  all  I  have 
done  !  [He  buries  his  face  in  the  sofa. 

Mrs.   Alving. 
\_lVrings   her  Iiands  and   walks,  in  silent  struggle, 
backwards  and  Jo  nva  rds.  ] 

Oswald. 
\^AJier  a  while,  looks  up  and  remains  resting  upon  his 
elhowJ\  If  it  had  only  been  something  inherited — 
something  one  wasn't  responsible  for  !  But  this  ! 
To  have  thrown  away  so  shamefully,  thought- 
lessly, recklessly,  one's  own  happiness,  one's  own 
health,  everything  in  the  world — one's  future, 
one's  very  life ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
No,    no,    my  dear,    darling   boy  ;    this  is  im- 
possible !     [Bends  over  /n'w.]     Things  are  not  so 
desperate  as  you  think. 

Oswald. 

Oh,  you  don't  know [Springs  m/j.]     And 

then,  mother,  to  cause  you  all  this  sorrow  !  Many 
a  time  I  have  almost  wished  and  hoped  that  at 
bottom  you  didn't  care  so  very  much  about  me. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I,  Oswald .''     My  only  boy  !     You  are  all  I  have 
in  the  world  !     The  only  thing  I  care  about ! 

Oswald. 
[Seizes  both  her  hands  and  kisses  ihein.^     Yes,  yes, 
I  see  it.     When  I'm  at  home,  I  see  it,  of  course  ; 
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and  that's  almost  the  hardest  part  for  me. — But 
now  you  know  the  whole  story  ;  and  now  we  won't 
talk  any  more  about  it  to-day.  I  daren't  think  of 
it  for  long  together.  [Goes  up  the  rooin.]  Get 
me  something  to  drink^  mother. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
To  drink  ?     What  do  you  want  to  drink  now  ? 

Oswald. 
Oh,  anything  you  like.     You  have  some  cold 
punch  in  the  house. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  but  my  dear  Oswald 


Oswald. 
Don't  refuse   me,  mother.     Do  be  kind,  now ! 
I  must  have  something  to  wash   down  all  these 
gnawing   thoughts.      [Goes  info  the  conservatory.^ 

And  then it's   so   dark  here  !     [Mrs.  Alving 

pulls  a  bell-rope  on  the  right.'\  And  this  ceaseless 
rain  !  It  may  go  on  week  after  week,  for  months 
together.  Never  to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  sun  !  I 
can't  recollect  ever  having  seen  the  sun  shine  all 
the  times  I've  been  at  home. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oswald — you  are  thinking  of  going  away  from 
me. 

Oswald. 
H'm — [Drayving  a  heavy  breath.^ — I'm  not  think- 
ing of  anything.     I   cannot   think  of  anything! 
[7«  a  low  voice.']     I  let  thinking  alone. 
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Regina, 
[From  the  dining-room.'\     Did  you  ring,  ma'am  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes ;  let  us  have  the  lamp  in. 

Regina. 
Yes,  ma'am.     It's  ready  lighted.  [^Goes  out. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
l^Goes  across  to  Oswald.]       Oswald,   be   frank 
with  me. 

Oswald. 
Well,  so  I  am,  mother.     [Goes  to  the  table.]     I 
think  1  have  told  you  enough. 

[Regina  brings  the  lamp  and  sets  it  upon 
the  table. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Regina,  you  may  bring  us  a   small    bottle  of 
champagne. 

Regina. 
Very  well,  ma'am.  [Goes  out. 

Oswald. 

[Puts  his  arm  round  Mrs.  Alving's  neck.'\  That's 
just  what  I  wanted.  I  knew  mother  wouldn't  let 
her  boy  go  thirsty. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
My  own,  poor,  darling  Oswald  ;  how  could  I 
deny  you  anything  now  } 

Oswald. 
[Eagerly. "]     Is  that  true,  mother .?     Do  you  mean 
it} 
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Mrs.  Alvino. 
How  ?     What  ? 

Oswald. 
That  you  couldn't  deny  me  anything. 

Mrs.  Alvino. 
My  dear  Oswald 

Oswald. 

Hush! 

Regiha. 
\^Brings  a  tray  with  a  half-bottle  of  champagne  and 
two  glasses,  which  she  sets  on  the  table.^     Shall   I 
open  it .'' 

Oswald. 
No,  thanks.     I  will  do  it  myself. 

[Regina  goes  out  again. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Sitsdo7vn  by  the  table.]     What  was  it  you  meant 
— that  I  musn't  deny  you  .'' 

Oswald. 
[Busy  opening  the  bottle.]    First  let  us  have  a  glass 
— or  two. 

[  The  cork  pops ;  he  pours  wine  into  one 
glass,  and  is  about  to  pour  it  into  the 
other. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Holdiiig  her  hand  over  it.]    Thanks  ;  not  for  me. 

Oswald. 
Oh  !  won't  you  .''     Then  I  will ! 

[He  empties  the  glass,  Jills,  and  empties  it 
again  ;  then  he  sits  down  by  the  table. 
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Mrs.  Alvino. 
[In  expectancy. '\     Well  } 

Oswald. 
\Withoul  looking  at  her  J]     Tell   me — I  thought 
you  and  Pastor  Manders  seemed  so  odd — so  quiet 
— at  dinner  to-day. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Did  you  notice  it } 

Oswald. 

Yes.     H'm [.Afl^  ^   short  silence. '\     Tell 

me  :  what  do  you  think  of  Regina  .•* 

Mrs.  Alving. 
What  do  I  think  ? 

Oswald. 
Yes ;  isn't  she  splendid  } 

Mrs.  Alving. 
My  dear    Oswald,   you    don't    know  her  as  I 

do 

Oswald. 
Well  } 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Regina,  unfortunately,  was  allowed  to  stay  at 
home  too  long.    I  ought  to  have  taken  her  earlier 
into  my  house. 

Oswald. 
Yes,  but  isn't  she  splendid  to  look  at,  mother  > 

[He  fills  his  glass. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Regina  has  many  serious  faults 
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Oswald. 
Oh,  what  does  that  matter  ? 

[He  drinks  again. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
But  I  am  fond  of  her,  nevertheless,  and  I  am 
responsible  for  her.     I  wouldn't  for  all  the  world 
have  any  harm  happen  to  her. 

Oswald. 
[Springs    tip.]      Mother,     Regina    is   my   only 
salvation  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[Rising.^     What  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

Oswald. 
I  cannot  go  on  bearing  all  this  anguish  of  soul 
alone. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Have  you  not  your  mother  to  share  it  with 
you.'* 

Oswald. 

Yes;  that's  what  I  thought;  and  so  I  came 
home  to  you.  But  that  will  not  do.  I  see  it 
won't  do.     I  cannot  endure  my  life  here. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oswald  ! 

Oswald. 
I   must  live  differently,  mother.     That  is  why 
I  must  leave  you.      I  will   not   have  you  looking 
on  at  it. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

My  unhappy  boy  !  But,  Oswald,  while  you  are 
so  ill  as  this 
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Oswald. 
If  it  were  only  the  illness,   I  should  stay  with 
you,  mother,  you  may  be  sure  ;  for  you  are  the 
best  friend  I  have  in  the  world. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  indeed  I  am,  Oswald  ;  am  I  not .'' 

Oswald. 
[Watiders   restlessly    about. ^      But    it's   all    the 
torment,    the    gnawing  remorse — and  then,  the 
great,  killing  dread.     Oh — that  awful  dread  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[TVallciyig   after   /»»?.]     Dread.''     What   dread? 
What  do  you  mean  .'' 

Oswald. 
Oh,  you  mustn't  ask   me  any  more.     I  don't 
know.     I  can't  describe  it. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Goes  over  to  the  right  and  pulls  the  bell.] 

Oswald. 
What  is  it  you  want  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  want  my  boy  to   be  happy — that    is    what   I 
want.    He  sha'n't  go  on  brooding  over  things     [To 
Regina,  fvho  appears  at    the  door :]     More  cham- 
pagne— a  large  bottle.  [Regina  goes. 

Oswald. 
Mother ! 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Do  you  think  we  don't  know  how  to  live  here 
at  home  ."* 

Oswald. 
Isn't  she  splendid  to  look  at .''     How  beautifully 
she's  built !     And  so  thoroughly  healthy ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Sits  by  the  table.]     Sit   down,  Oswald ;  let   us 
talk  quietly  together. 

Oswald. 
[5?7*.]     I  daresay  you  don't  know,  mother,  that 
I  owe  Regina  some  reparation. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You! 

Oswald. 
For  a  bit  of  thoughtlessness,  or  whatever  you 
like  to  call  it — very  innocent,  at  any  rate.    When 
I  was  home  last  time 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Well? 

Oswald. 
She  used  often  to  ask  me  about  Paris,  and  I 
used  to  tell   her  one  thing  and  another.     Then  I 
recollect   I    happened    to    say    to    her   one   day, 
"  Shouldn't  you  like  to  go  there  yourself .''  " 

Mrs.  Alving. 
WeU.> 

Oswald. 
I  saw  her  face  flush,  and  then  she  said,  "  Yes,  I 
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should  like  it  of  all  things."  "  Ah,  well,"  I 
replied,  "it  might  perhaps  be  managed" — or 
something  like  that. 

Mrs.  Alvino. 
And  then? 

Oswald. 
Of  course   I  had  forgotten  all    about  it ;    but 
the  day  before  yesterday  I  happened  to  ask  her 
whether  she  was  glad   I  was  to  stay  at  home  so 

long 

Mrs.  Alving. 
,     Yes? 

Oswald. 
And  then  she  gave  me  such  a  strange  look, 
and  asked,  "  But  what's  to  become  of  my  trip  to 
Paris?  " 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Her  trip ! 

Oswald. 
And  so  it  came   out  that   she    had  taken    the 
thing  seriously ;  that  she   had  been   thinking  of 
me  the  whole  time,  and  had  set  to  work  to  learn 

French 

Mrs.  Alving. 

So  that  was  why ! 

Oswald. 
Mother — when  I  saw  that  fresh,  lovely,  splendid 
girl    standing   there  before   me — till  then  I  had 
hardly  noticed  her — but  when  she  stood  there  as 
though  with  open  arms  ready  to  receive  me 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oswald ! 

VI 
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Oswald. 
-then  it  flashed  upon  me  that  in  her  lay  my 


salvation ;  for  I  saw  that  she  was  full  of  the  joy 
of  life. 

Mrs.  a  lying. 

[Starts.]     The  joy  of  life ?     Can  there  be 

salvation  in  that  .-^ 

Regina. 
[From  the  dining  room,  tvith  a  bottle  of  champagne.] 
I'm  sorry  to  have  been  so  long,  but  I  had  to  goto 
the  cellar.  [Places  the  bottle  on  the  table. 

Oswald. 
And  now  bring  another  glass. 

Regina. 

[Looks  at  him  in  surpnse.]    There  is  Mrs.  Alving's 
glass,  Mr.  Alving. 

Oswald. 
Yes,  but  bring  one  for  yourself,  Regina.  [Regina 
statis  and  gives  a   lightning-like  side  glance  at  Mrs. 
Alving.]     Why  do  you  wait .'' 

Regina. 
[Softly   and   hesitatingly.]     Is   it    Mrs.  Alving's 
wish  } 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Bring  the  glass,  Regina. 

[Regina  goes  out  into  the  dining-room. 

Oswald. 

I  Follows  her  ivith  his  eyes.]   Have  yon  Jioliced  hnw 
she  walks  .'' — -so  firmly  and  lightly  ! 
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Mrs.   Alvino. 
This  can  never  be,  Oswald  I 

Oswald. 
It's  a  settled  thing.     Can't  you  see  that  }     It's 
no  use  saying  anything  against  it. 

[Regina  enters  with  an  empty  glass,  whult 
she  keeps  in  her  hand. 

Oswald. 
Sit  down,  Regina. 

[Regina  looks  inquiringly  at  Mrs   Alvinc.. 

Mrs.   Alving. 
Sit  down.      [Regina  sits  on  a  chair  by  the  dining- 
room  door,  still  holding  the  empty  glass  in  her  handl\ 
Oswald — what  were  vou  saying  about  the  joy  of 
life  .? 

Oswald. 
Ah,  the  joy  of  life,  mother — that's  a  thing  you 
don't  know  much   about  in  these  parts.     I   have 
never  felt  it  here. 

Mrs.   Alving. 
Not  when  you  are  with  me  .'' 

Oswald. 
Not  when  I'm  at  home.     But  you  don't  under- 
stand that. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Yes,  yes  ;  I  think  I  almost  understand  it — now. 

Oswald. 
And  then,  too,  the  joy  of  work  !  At  bottom,  it's 
the  same  thing.     But  that,  too,  you  know  nothing 

about. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Perhaps  you  are  right.     Tell  me  more  about  it, 
Oswald. 

Oswald. 
I  only  mean  that  here  people  are  brought  up  to 
believe  that  work  is  a  curse  and  a  punishment  for 
sin,  and  that  life  is  something  miserable,  something 
it  would  be  best  to  have  done  with,  tiie  sooner  the 
better. 

Mrs.  Alving, 
*'  A  vale  of  tears,"  yes  ;  and  we  certainly  do  our 
best  to  make  it  one. 

Oswald. 
But  in  the  great  world  people  won't  hear  of 
such  things.  There,  nobody  really  believes  such 
doctrines  any  longer.  There,  you  feel  it  a  positive 
bliss  and  ecstasy  merely  to  draw  the  breath  of 
life.  Mother,  have  you  noticed  that  everything  I 
have  painted  has  tui*ned  upon  the  joy  of  life  ? — 
always,  always  upon  the  joy  of  life  ? — light  and 
sunshine  and  glorious  air — and  faces  radiant  with 
happiness.  That  is  why  I'm  afraid  of  remaining 
at  home  with  you. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Afraid .''      What  are  you   afraid  of  here,  with 
me  ? 

Oswald. 
I'm  afraid  lest  all  my  instincts  should  be  warped 
into  ugliness. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Looks   steadily    at  hini.^     Do  you    think    that 
is  what  would  happen? 
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Oswald. 
I  know  it.     You  may  live  the  same  life  here  as 
there,  and  yet  it  won't  be  the  same  life. 

Mrs.   a  lying. 
[  JVho  has  been  listening  eagerly,  rises,  her  eyes  big 
with  thought,  and  says  .]  Now  I  see  the  sequence  of 
things. 

Oswald, 
What  is  it  you  see  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  see  it  now  for  the  first  time.     And  now  I  can 
speak. 

Oswald. 
[Rising.^     Mother^  I  don't  understand  you. 

Regina. 
[Who  has  also  risen.'\     Perhaps  I  ought  to  go  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
No.     Stay  here.     Now  I  can  speak.     Now,  my 
boy,  you  shall  know  the  whole  truth.     And  then 
you  can  choose.     Oswald  !     Regina  ! 

Oswald. 
Hush  !     The  Pastor 

Manders. 
[Enters  by  the  hall  door.]     There  !     We  have  had 
a  most  edifying  time  down  there. 

Oswald. 
So  have  we. 
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Manders. 
We  must  stand  by  Engstrand  and  his  Sailors' 
Home.   Regina  must  go  to  him  and  help  him 

Regina. 
No  thank  you,  sir. 

Manders. 

[^Noticing  her  for  the  first  time. ^  What ?  You 

here  ?     And  with  a  glass  in  your  hand  ! 

Regina. 
[Hastily  putting  the  glass  dorvn.^     Pardon  ! 

Oswald. 
Regina  is  going  with  me,  Mr.  Manders. 

Manders. 
Going  !     With  you  ! 

Oswald. 
Yes ;  as  my  wife — if  she  wishes  it. 

Manders. 
But,  merciful  God ! 

Regina. 
I  can't  help  it,  sir. 

Oswald. 
Or  she'll  stay  here,  if  I  stay. 

Regina. 
[^Involuntarily.^     Here ! 

Manders. 

I    am    thunderstruck    at   your    conduct,    Mrs. 
Aiving. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
They  will  do  neither  one  thing  nor  the  other ; 
for  now  I  can  speak  out  plainly. 

Manders, 
You  surely  will  not  do  that  !     No,  no,  no ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  I  can  speak  and  I  will.  And  no  ideals  shall 
suffer  after  all. 

Oswald. 

Mother — what  is  it  you  are  hiding  from  me  ? 

Regina. 
[Listeni7tg.]  Oh,  ma'am,  listen  !    Don't  you  hear 
shouts  outside. 

[She  goes  hito  the  conservatory  and  looks  out. 

Oswald. 
[At  the  window  on  the  left.]     What's  going  on  ^ 
Where  does  that  light  come  front } 

Regina. 
[Cries  mt.}     The  Orphanage  is  on  fire  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Rushing  to  the  window.]     On  fire  ! 

Manders. 
On   fire  !      Impossible  !     I've  just  come    from 

there. 

Oswald. 

Where's  my  hat  ?    Oh,  never  mind  it— Father's 

Orphanage I 

[He  rushes  out  through  the  garden  door. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
My  shawl,  Regina  !     The  whole  place  is  in  a 
blaze  ! 

Manders. 

Terrible  !     Mrs.  Alving,  it  is  a  judgment  upon 
this  abode  of  lawlessness. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  of  course.     Come,  Regina. 

[^She  and  Regina   hasten   out  through  the 
hall, 

Manders. 
[Clasps   his   hands   together.]    And    we    left    it 
uninsured  !  [He  goes  out  the  same  vjay. 


ACT  THIRD. 

The  room  as  before.  All  the  doors  stand  open.  The 
lamp  is  still  burning  on  the  table.  It  is  dark  out 
of  doors  ;  there  is  onli/  a  faint  glow  from  the 
conjiagration  in  the  background  to  the  left. 

Mrs.  Alving,  with  a  shawl  over  her  head,  stands  in 
the  conservator^/,  looking  out.  Regina,  also  with 
a  shawl  on,  Mands  a  little  behind  her. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
The  whole  thing  burnt ! — burnt  to  the  ground  ! 

Regina. 
The  basement  is  still  burning. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
How  is  it  Oswald  doesn't  come  home  ?    There's 
nothing  to  be  saved. 

Regina. 
Should   you   like  me   to  take  down  his  hat  to 
him? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Has  he  not  even  got  his  hat  on .'' 

Regina. 
[Pointing  to  the  hall.]     So  ;    there  it  hangs 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Let  it  be.     He  must  come  up  now.     I  shall  go 
and  look  for  him  myself. 

[^She  goes  out  through  the  garden  door. 

Manders. 
[Comes  in  from  the   hall.^     Is  not  Mrs.  Alving 
here.-* 

Regina. 
She  has  just  gone  down  the  garden. 

Manders. 
This  is  the  most  terrible  night   I  ever  went 
through. 

Regina. 
Yes ;  isn't  it  a  dreadful  misfortune,  sir  ?  •» 

Manders. 
Oh,  don't  talk  about  it !     I  can  hardly  bear  to 
think  of  it. 

Regina. 
How  can  it  have  happened ? 

Manders. 
-Don't  ask  me,  Miss  Engstrand  !    How  should  / 

know .''    Do  you,  too ?     Is  it  not  enough  that 

your  father .'' 

Regina. 

What  about  him  ? 

Manders. 
Oh,  he  has  driven  me  distracted 

Engstrand. 
[Enters  through  the  hall.]     Your  Reverence 
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Manders. 
[Turns  round  in  terrot .^     Are  you  after  me  here, 
too.? 

Engstrand. 
Yes,  strike  me  dead,  but  I  must—— !  Oh,  Lord ! 
what  am  I  saying  }     But   this  is  a  terrible  ugly 
business,  your  Reverence. 

Manders. 
[Walks  to  and  fro.~\     Alas  !  alas  ! 

Regina. 
What's  the  matter  ? 

Engstrand. 
Why,  it  all  came  of  this  here  prayer-meeting, 
you    see.       [■S'o/i'///.]     The    bird's   limed,  my  girl. 
[Aloud.^^     And  to  think  it  should  be  my  doing  that 
such  a  thing  should  be  his  Reverence's  doing ! 

Manders. 
But  I  assure  you,  Engstrand 

Engstrand. 
There  wasn't  another  soul  except  your  Reverence 
as  ever  laid  a  finger  on  the  candles  down  there. 

Manders. 
[Stops.^     So  you  declare.   But  I  certainly  cannot 
recollect  that  I  ever  had  a  candle  in  my  hand. 

Engstrand. 
And    I    saw   as  clear   as    daylight   how   your 
Reverence  took  the  candle   and  snuffed  it  with 
your  fingers,    and  threw   away  the    snuff  among 
the  shavings. 
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Manders. 
And  you  stood  and  looked  on  ? 

Engstrand. 
Yes ;  I  saw  it  as  plain  as  a  pike-staff,  I  did. 

Manders. 
It's  quite  beyond  my  comprehension.     Besides, 
it  has  never  been  my  habit  to  snuff  candles  with 
my  fingers. 

Engstrand. 
And  terrible  risky  it  looked,  too,  that  it  did  ! 
But  is  there  such  a  deal  of  harm  done  after  all, 
your  Reverence  .'' 

Manders. 
[Walks  restlessly  to  andjro.]     Oh,  don't  ask  me  ! 

Engstrand. 
[fValks  with  kim.'\     And  your  Reverence  hadn't 
insured  it,  neither  ? 

Manders. 
[Continuing  to  walk  up  and  down.^    No,  no,  no ; 
I  have  told  you  so. 

Engstrand. 
[Following  him.^     Not  insured  I    And  then  to  go 
straight  away  down  and   set  light   to  the  whole 
thing  !     Lord,  Lord,  what  a  misfortune  ! 

Manders. 
[  Wipes  the  sweat  from  his  forehead.^  Ay,  you  may 
well  say  that,  Engstrand. 

Engstrand. 
And  to  think  that  such  a  thing  should  happen 
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to  a  benevolent  Institution,  that  was  to  have  been 
a  blessing  both  to  town  and  country,  as  the  saying 
goes  !  The  newspapers  won't  be  for  handling  your 
Reverence  very  gently,  I  expect. 

Manders. 

No ;  that  is  just  what  I  am  thinking  of.     That 
is  almost  the  worst  of  the  whole  matter.     All  the 

malignant   attacks  and  imputations !     Oh,  it 

makes  me  shudder  to  think  of  it  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Coines  in  from  the  garden.]     He   is  not  to   be 
persuaded  to  leave  the  fire. 

Manders. 
Ah,  there  you  are,  Mrs.  Alving. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
So  you  have  escaped  your  Inaugural  Address, 
Pastor  Manders. 

Manders. 
Oh,  I  should  so  gladly 

Mrs,  Alving. 
[In  an  undertone.]     It  is  all  for  the  best.     That 
Orphanage  would  have  done  no  one  any  good. 

Manders. 
Do  you  think  not  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Do  you  think  it  would  } 

Manders. 
It  is  a  terrible  misfortune,  all  the  same. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Let   us   speak  of    it    plainly,   as   a   matter   of 
business. — Are   you    waiting    for    Mr.    Manders, 
Engstrand  .'' 

Engstrand. 

[At  the  hall  door.]     That's  just  what  I'm  a-doing 
of,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Then  sit  down  meanwhile. 

Engstrand. 
Thank  you,  ma'am  ;   I'd  as  soon  stand. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[To  Manders.]     I  suppose  you  are  going  by  the 
steamer  .'' 

Manders. 

Yes  ;  it  starts  in  an  hour. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Then  be  so  good  as  to  take  all  the  papers  with 
you.     I  won't  hear  another  word  about  this  affair. 
I  have  other  things  to  think  of 

Manders. 
Mrs.  Alving 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Later  on  I  shall  send  you  a  Power  of  Attorney 
to  settle  everything  as  you  please. 

Manders. 
That  I  will  very  readily  undertake.  The  original 
destination  of  the  endowment  must  now  be  com- 
pletely changed,  alas  ! 


T    U.^ 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Of  course  it  must. 

>  Manders. 

I  think,  first  of  all,  I  shall  arrange  that  the 
Solvik  property  shall  pass  to  the  parish.  The 
land  is  by  no  means  without  value.  It  can  always 
be  turned  to  account  for  some  purpose  or  other. 
And  the  interest  of  the  money  in  the  Bank  I 
could,  perhaps,  best  apply  for  the  benefit  of  some 
undertaking  of  acknowledged  value  to  the  town. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Do  just  as  you  please.     The  whole  matter  is 
now  completely  indifferent  to  me. 

Engstrand. 
Give   a   thought  to  my    Sailors'    Home,   your 
Reverence. 

Manders. 
Upon  my  word,  that  is  not  a  bad   suggestion. 
That  must  be  considered. 

Engstrand. 
Oh,  devil  take  considering — Lord  forgive  me  ! 

Manders. 
[With  a  sigh.]  And  unfortunately  I  cannot  tell 
how  long  I  shall  be  able  to  retain  control  of 
these  things — whether  public  opinion  may  not 
compel  me  to  retire.  It  entirely  depends  upon 
the  result  of  the  oflicial  inquiry  into  the  fire 

Mrs.  Alving. 
What  are  vou  talking  about.'' 
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Manders. 
And  the  result  can  by  no  means  be  foretold. 

Engstrand. 
[Comes  close  to  him.]     Ay,  but  it  can   though. 
For  here  stands  old  Jacob  Engstrand. 

Manders. 
Well  well,  but ? 

Engstrand. 
[More  softy.]     And  Jacob  Engstrand  isn't  the 
man  to  desert  a  noble  benefactor  in  the  hour  of 
need,  as  the  saying  goes. 

Manders. 
Yes,  but  my  good  fellow — how ? 

Engstrand. 
Jacob  Engstrand  may  be  likened  to  a  sort  of  a 
guardian  angel,  he  may,  your  Reverence. 

Manders. 
No,  no ;  I  really  cannot  accept  that. 

Engstrand. 
Oh,  that'll  be  the   way  of  it,  all  the  same.     I 
know    a   man    as    has    taken     others'    sins    upon 
himself  before  now,  I  do. 

Manders. 
Jacob!      [Wrings   his   hand.]     Yours   is  a  rare 
nature.     Well,    you    shall    be  helped    with    your 
Sailors'  Home.     That  you  may  rely  upon. 

[Engstrand  t/ies  to  thank  him,  but  cannot 
for  emotion. 
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Manders. 
[Hangs  his  travelling-bag  over  his  shoulder.']    And 
now  let  us  set  out,     We  two  will  go  together. 

Engstrand. 
[At  the  dining-room  door,  softly  lo  Regina.J     You 
come  along  too,  my  lass.     You  shall  live  as  snug 
as  the  yolk  in  an  Ggg. 

Regina. 
[ Tosses  her  head.]     Merci ! 

[She  goes  out  into  the  hall  and  Jetches 
Manders  overcoat. 

Manders. 
Good-bye,  Mrs.  Alving  !  and  may  the  spirit  of 
Law  and  Order  descend  upon  this  house,  and  that 
quickly. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Good-bye,  Pastor  Manders. 

[She  goes  up  towards  the  conservator/,  as 
she  sees  Oswald  coming  in  through  the 
garden  door. 

Engstrand. 
[Whik  he  and  Regina   help  Manders  to  get  his 
coat  on.]     Good-bye,  my  child.     And  if  any  trouble 
should  come  to  you,  you  know  where  Jacob  Eng- 
strand is  to  be  found.     [Softly.]     Little  Harbour 

Street,  h'm !     [To  Mrs.  Alving  and  Oswald.] 

And  the  refuge  for  wandering  mariners  shall  be 
called  "  Chamberlain  Alving's  Home,"  that  it 
shall  !  And  if  so  be  as  I'm  spared  to  carry  on 
that  house  in  my  own  way,  I  make  so  bold 
as  to  promise  that  it  shall  be  worthy  of  the 
Chamberlain's  memory. 

VI 


274  oHosTs.  [act  n 

Manders. 
[In  the  doorrvayJ]    H'm — h'm  ! — Come  along,  my 
dear  Engstrand.     Good-bye  I     Good-bye  ! 

\He  and  Engstrand  go  out  through  the  hall. 

Oswald. 
[Goes  towards  the  table.]     What  house  was   he 
talking  about  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  a  kind  of  Home  that  he  and  Pastor  Manders 
want  to  set  up. 

Oswald. 
It  will  burn  down  like  the  other. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
What  makes  you  think  so .'' 

Oswald. 
Everything  will  burn.     All  that  recalls  father's 
memory  is  doomed.     Here   am   I,  too,  burning 
down.  [Regina  starts  and  looks  at  him. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oswald !     You  oughtn't  to  have  remained  so 
long  down  there,  my  poor  boy. 

Oswald. 
[Sits  down  by  the  table.]     I  almost  think  you  are 
right. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Let  me  dry  your  face,  Oswald  ;  you   are  quite 
wet. 

[She  dues  his  face  with  her  pocket-hand- 
kerchief. 
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Oswald. 

[Stares  in  different  fy   in  front  of  him.']     Thanks, 
mother. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Are  you  not  tired,  Oswald  }     Should  you  like 
to  sleep  } 

Oswald. 
[AVri'OM^/y.]     No,  no — not   to  sleep !     I  never 
sleep.     I   only   pretend   to.     [Sadly.]     That  will 
come  soon  enough. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Looking  sorrowfully  at  him.]    Yes,  you  really  are 
ill,  my  blessed  boy. 

Regina. 
[Eagerly.]     Is  Mr.  Alving  ill.^ 

Oswald. 
[Impatiently.]     Oh,  do  shut  all  the  doors  !    This 
killing  dread 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Close  the  doors,  Regina. 

[Regina  shuts  them  and  remains  standing  by 
the  hall  door.  Mrs.  Alving  takes  her 
shawl  off.  REGiT^i A  does  the  same.  Mrs. 
Alving  draws  a  chair  across  to  Oswald's, 
and  sits  by  him, 

Mrs.  Alving. 
There  now  !     I  am  going  to  sit  beside  you 


Oswald. 
Yes,   do.     And  Regina  shall    stay    here     too. 
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Regina  shall  be  with  me  always.     You  will  come 
to  the  rescue,  Regina,  won't  you  ? 

Regina. 
I  don't  understand 

Mrs.  Alving. 
To  the  rescue  ? 

Oswald. 
Yes — when  the  need  comes. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Oswald,  have  you  not  your  mother  to  come  to 
the  rescue  ? 

Oswald. 

You.''  [Smiles.^  No,  mother;  that  rescue 
you  will  never  bring  me.  [Laughs  sadly.^  You! 
ha  ha!  [Looks  earnestly  at  her.^  Though,  after  all, 
who  ought  to  do  it  if  not  you .''  [Impetuously.^ 
Why  can't  you  say  "  thou  "  to  me,  Regina  .''  Why 
do'n't  you  call  me  "  Oswald  "  ? 

Regina. 
[Sojily.]     I    don't   think    Mrs.    Alving   would 
like  it. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You     shall    have    leave    to,    presently.     And 
meanwhile  sit  over  here  beside  us. 

[Regina  seats  herself  demurely  and  hesi- 
tatingly at  the  other  side  of  the  table. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
And  now,  my  poor  suffering  boy,  I  am  going  to 
take  the  burden  off  your  mind 

^  "  Sige  du  "  =  Fr.  tutoyer. 
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Oswald. 
You,  mother .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 

all  the  grvawing  remorse  and  self-reproach 

you  speak  of. 

Oswald. 
And  you  think  you  can  do  that .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  now  I  can,  Oswald.     A  little  while  ago  you 
spoke  of  the  joy  of  life  ;  and  at  that  word  a  new 
light  burst  for  me  over  my   life  and  everything 
connected  with  it. 

Oswald. 
[Shakes  his  head.]     I  don't  understand  you. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You  ought  to  have  known  your  father  when  he 
was  a  young  lieutenant.     He  was  brimming  over 
with  the  joy  of  life  ! 

Oswald. 
Yes,  I  know  he  was. 

Mrs.  Alving, 
It   was  like  a  breezy  day  only  to  look  at  him. 
And  what  exuberant  strength  and  vitality  there 
was  in  him  ! 

Oswald. 

Well .? 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Well  then,  child  of  joy  as  he  was— for  he  was 

like  a  child  in  those  days — he  had  to  live  at  home 

here  in  a  half-grown  town,  which  had  no  joys  to 

offer  him — only  dissipations.     He  had  no  object 
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in  life — only  an  official  position.  He  had  no 
work  into  which  he  could  throw  himself  heart 
and  soul ;  he  had  only  business.  He  had  not  a 
single  comrade  that  could  realise  what  the  joy 
of  life  meant — only  loungers  and  boon-com- 
panions  • 

Oswald. 
Mother ! 

Mrs,  Alving. 
So  the  inevitable  happened. 

Oswald. 
The  inevitable  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You  told  me  yourself,  this  evening,  what  would 
become  of  you  if  you  stayed  at  home. 

Oswald. 
Do  you  mean  to  say  that  father .'' 

Mrs.  Alving, 
Your  poor  father  found  no  outlet  for  the  over- 
powering  joy   of  life   that  was  in  him.     And  I 
brought  no  brightness  into  his  home. 

Oswald. 
Not  even  you  ? 

Mrs.  Alving, 
They  had  taught  me  a  great  deal  about  duties 
and  so  forth,  which  I  went  on  obstinately  believ- 
ing in.  Everything  was  marked  out  into  duties — 
into  my  duties,  and  his  duties,  and — I  am  afraid  I 
made  his  home  intolerable  for  your  poor  father, 
Oswald, 
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Oswald. 
Why  have  you  never  spoken  of  this  in  writing  to 
me  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  have  never  before  seen  it  in  such  a  light  that 
I  could  speak  of  it  to  you,  his  son. 

Oswald. 
In  what  light  did  you  see  it,  then  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Stowli/.]     I  saw  only  this  one  thing  :  that  your 
father  was  a  broken-down  man  before  you  were 
born. 

Oswald 

[Softly.]    Ah ! 

[He  nses  and  walks  away  to  the  window. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
And  then,  day  after  day,  I   dwelt  on  the   one 
thought  that  by  rights  Regina  should  be  at  home 
in  this  house — ^just  like  my  own  boy. 

Oswald. 
[Twning  round  quickly.]     Regina ! 

Regina. 
[Springs  tip  and  asks,  with  bated  breath.  ]    I .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  now  you  know  it,  both  of  you. 

Oswald. 
Regina  ! 
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Regina. 
[To    herself.]    So   mother    was   that   kind   of 
woman. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

Your  mother  had  many  good  qualities,  Regina. 

Regina. 
Yes,  but  she  was  one  of  that  sort,  all  the  same. 

Oh,  I've  often  suspected   it ;  but And  now, 

if  you  please,  ma'am,  may  I  be  allowed  to  go  away 
at  once  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Do  you  really  wish  it,  Regina .'' 

Regina. 
Yes,  indeed  I  do. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Of  course  you  can  do  as  you  like  ;  but 

Oswald. 

[Goes  towards  Regina.]  Go  away  now  ?  Your 
place  is  here. 

Regina. 

Merci,  Mr.  Alving  I — or  now,  I  suppose,  I  may 
say  Oswald.  But  I  can  tell  you  this  wasn't  at  all 
what  I  expected. 

Mrs.  ALving. 
Regina,  I  have  not  been  frank  with  you 

Regina. 
No,  that  you   haven't  indeed.     If    I'd   known 

that  Oswald  was  an  invalid,  why And  now, 

too,  that  it   can  never  come  to  anything  serious 
between    us I  really  can't  stop  out  here  in 
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the  country  and  wear  myself   out  nursing  sick 
people. 

Oswald. 
Not  even  one  who  is  so  near  to  you  .'' 

Regina. 
No,  that  I   can't.      A  poor  girl  must  make  the 
best  of  her  young  days,  or  she'll  be  left  out  in  the 
cold  before  she  knows  where  she  is.     And  I,  too, 
have  the  joy  of  life  in  me,  Mrs.  Alving  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Unfortunately,   you   have.       But   don't   throw 
yourself  away,  Regina. 

Regina. 
Oh,  what  must  be,  must  be.      If  Oswald  takes 
after  his  father,  I   take  after  my  mother,  I  dare- 
say.— ^May  I  ask,  ma'am,  if  Pastor  Manders  knows 
all  this  about  me  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Pastor  Manders  knows  all  about  it. 

Regina. 

[Busied  in  jmtting  on  her  skawl.^  Well  then, 
I'd  better  make  haste  and  get  away  by  this 
steamer.  The  Pastor  is  such  a  nice  man  to  deal 
with  ;  and  I  certainly  think  I've  as  much  right  to 
a  little  of  that  money  as  he  has— that  brute  of  a 
carpenter. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

You  are  heartily  welcome  to  it,  Regina, 

Regina. 
[Looks  hard  at  her.]     I   think  you  might  have 
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brought  me  up  as  a  gentleman's  daughter,  ma'am  ; 
it  would  have  suited  me  better.  [Tosses  her  head.] 
But  pooh — what  does  it  matter  !  [  With  a  bitter 
side  glance  at  ike  corked  bottle.]  I  may  come  to 
drink  champagne  with  gentlefolks  yet. 

Mrs.   Alving. 
And  if  you  ever  need  a  home,  Regina,  come  to 
me. 

Regina. 
No,  thank  you,  ma'am.     Pastor   Manders   will 
look  after  me,  I  know.      And  if   the  worst  comes 
to  the  worst,  I  know  of  one  house  where  I've  every 
right  to  a  place. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Where  is  that  ? 

Regina. 
*' Chamberlain  Alving's  Home." 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Regina — now  I  see  it — you  are  going  to  your 
ruin. 

Regina. 
Oh,  stuff!     Good-bye. 

[She  nods  and  goes  out  through  the  hall. 

Oswald. 
[Stands  at  the  window  and  looks  oid.]       Is   she 
gone .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes. 

Oswald. 
[Murmuring  aside  to  himself.]     I  think  it  was  a 
mistake,  this. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
\^Goe.s  up  behind   him   and  lays  her  hands  on   his 
shoit/ders.]     Oswald,  my  dear  boy — has  it  shaken 
you  very  much  ? 

Oswald 
[Turns   his  face   towards  Aer.]     All  that  about 
father,  do  you  mean  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,    about   your   unhappy    father.       I    am    so 
afraid  it  may  have  been  too  much  for  you. 

Oswald. 
Why  should  you  fancy  that  ^     Of  course  it  came 
upon  me  as  a  great  surprise  ;  but  it  can  make  no 
real  difference  to  me. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Draws  her  hands  arvay.]     No  difference  !     That 
your  father  was  so  infinitely  unhappy  ! 

Oswald. 
Of  course  I  can  pity  him,  as  I  would  anybody 

else ;  but 

Mrs.   Alving. 

Nothing  more  !     Your  own  father  ! 

Oswald. 
[Impatiently.]       Oh,    "  father,"— «  father  "  !      I 
never    knew  anything   of    father.     I   remember 
nothing  about  him,  except  that  he  once  made  me 
sick. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
This  is  terrible  to  think  of  !     Ought  not  a  son 
to  love  his  father,  whatever  happens  } 
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Oswald. 
When  a  son  has  nothing  to  thanjk  his  father  for  ? 
has  never  known  him  ?    Do  you  really  cling  to  that 
old  superstition  ? — you  who  are  so  enlightened  in 
other  ways  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Can  it  be  only  a  superstition ? 

Oswald. 

Yes  ;  surely  you  can  see  that,  mother.     It's  one 
of  those  notions  that  are  current  in  the  world,  and 

so 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[Deeply  moved.^     Ghosts  ! 

Oswald. 

\Crossing  the  room.^     Yes  ;    you  may  call  them 
ghosts. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Wildly. '\     Oswald  —  then   you  don't  love  me, 
either ! 

Oswald. 
You  I  know,  at  any  rate 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  you  know  me  ;  but  is  that  all ! 

Oswald. 
And,  of  course,  I  know  how  fond  you  are  of  me, 
and  I  can't  but  be  grateful  to  you.    And  then  you 
can  be  so  useful  to  me,  now  that  I  am  ill. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  cannot  I,  Oswald  ?   Oh,  I  could  almost  bless 
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the  illness  that  has  driven  you  home  to  me.  For 
I  see  very  plainly  that  you  are  not  mine  :  I  have  to 
win  you. 

Oswald. 
[Impatiently.]  Yes  yes  yes  ;  all  these  are  just  so 
many  phrases.  You  must  remember  that  I  am  a 
sick  man,  mother.  I  cant  be  much  taken  up  with 
other  people  ;  I  have  enough  to  do  thinking  about 
myself. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[In  a  low  voice.]     I  shall  be  patient  and  easily 
satisfied. 

Oswald. 
And  cheerful  too,  mother  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  my  dear  boy,  you  are  quite  right.     [Goes 
toward.^  him.]     Have  I  relieved  you  of  all  remorse 
and  self-reproach  now  } 

Oswald. 
Yes,  you  have.    But  now  who  will  relieve  me  of 
the  dread  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
The  dread  ? 

Oswald. 
[Walks   across   the    room.]     Regina  could    have 
been  got  to  do  it. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I   don't   understand    you.     What  is  this  about 
dread— and  Regina.^ 

Oswald. 

Is  it  very  late,  mother  ? 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
It  is  early  morning.     [She  looks  out  through  the 
conservatory.']      The    day    is    dawning    over    the 
mountains.     And  the  weather  is  clearing,  Oswald. 
In  a  little  while  you  shall  see  the  sun. 

Oswald. 
I'm  glad  of  that.    Oh,  I  may  still  have  much  to 
rejoice  in  and  live  for 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  should  think  so,  indeed  ! 

Oswald. 
Even  if  I  can't  work 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  you'll  soon  be  able  to  work  again,  my  dear 
boy — now  that  you  haven't  got  all  those  gnawing 
and  depressing  thoughts  to  brood  over  any  longer. 

Oswald. 
Yes,  I'm  glctd  you  were  able  to  rid  me  of  all 
those  fancies.     And  when  I've  got  over  this  one 

thing  more [Sits  on  the  sofa.]     Now  we  will 

have  a  little  talk,  mother 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  let  us. 

[She  pushes  an  arm-chair  towards  the  sofa, 
and  sits  dofvn  close  to  him. 

Oswald. 
And  meantime  the   sun  will   be  rising.     And 
then  you  will  know  all.    And  then  I  shall  not  feel 
this  dread  any  longer. 
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Mrs  Alving. 
What  is  it  that  I  am  to  know  ? 

Oswald. 
[Not  listening  to  her.]     Mother,  did  you  not  say 
a  little  while  ago,  that  there  was  nothing  in  the 
world  you  would  not  do  for  me,  if  I  asked  you  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  indeed  I  said  so  ! 

Oswald. 
And  you'll  stick  to  it,  mother  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
You  may  rely  on  that,  my  dear  and  only  boy ! 
I  have  nothing  in  the  world  to  live  for  but  you 
alone. 

Oswald. 

Very    well,    then ;    now     you    shall    hear 

Mother,  you  have  a  strong,  steadfast  mind,  I 
know.  Now  you're  to  sit  quite  still  when  you 
hear  it. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
What  dreadful  thing  can  it  be .'' 

Oswald. 
You're  not  to  scream  out.     Do  you  hear  .''     Do 
you  promise  me  that .''     W^e  will  sit  and  talk  about 
it  quietly.      Do  you  promise  me,  mother .'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  yes  ;  I  promise.     Only  speak  ! 

Oswald. 

Well,  you  mustkuow  that  all  this  fatigue — and 
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my  inability  to  think  of  work — all  that  is  not  the 
illness  itself 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Then  what  is  the  illness  itself  } 

Oswald. 
The    disease    I    have    as    my    birthright—  [//e 
points    to    his   forehead    and   adds    vert/  softly] — is 
seated  here. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Almost  voiceless.]     Oswald  !     No — no  I 

Oswald. 
Don't  scream.     I  can't  bear  it.    Yes,  mother,  it 
is  seated  here — waiting.     And  it  may  break  out 
any  day — at  any  moment. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Oh,  what  horror I 

Oswald. 
Now,  quiet,  quiet.     That  is  how  it  stands  with 


Mrs.  Alving. 
[Springs    up.]      It's  not    true,    Oswald  !      It's 
impossible  !     It  cannot  be  so  ! 

Oswald. 
I  have  had  one  attack  down  there  already.  It 
was  soon  over.  But  when  I  came  to  know  the 
state  I  had  been  in,  then  the  dread  descended 
upon  me,  raging  and  ravening  ;  and  so  I  set  off 
home  to  you  as  fast  as  I  could. 
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Mrs.  Alving. 
Then  this  is  the  dread ! 

Oswald. 
Yes  —  it's    so    indescribably     loathsome,    you 
know.     Oh,  if  it  had  onlv  been  an  ordinary  mortal 

disease !     For  I'm    not  so  afraid  of  death — 

though  I  should  like  to  live  as  long  as  I  can. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Yes,  yes,  Oswald,  you  must ! 

Oswald. 
But  this  is  so  unutterably  loathsome.  To  become 
a  little  baby  again  !     To  hdve  to  be  fed  i      To  have 
to Ohj  it's  not  to  be  spoken  of ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
The  child  has  his  mother  to  nurse  him. 

Oswald. 

[Springs  up.]  No,  never  that !  That  is  just 
what  I  will  not  have.  I  can't  endure  to  think 
that  perhaps  1  should  lie  in  that  state  for  many 
years — and  get  old  and  grey.  And  in  the  mean- 
time you  might  die  and  leave  me.  [Sils  hi  Mrs. 
Alving's  c/iair.]  For  the  doctor  said  it  wouldn't 
necessarily  prove  fatal  at  once.  He  called  it  a 
sort  of  softening  of  the  brain — or  something  like 
that.  [Smiles  sadly.]  I  think  that  expression 
sounds  so  nice.  It  always  sets  me  thinking  of 
cherry-coloured  velvet  —  something  soft  and 
delicate  to  stroke. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[Shrieks.]     Oswald  ! 

VI 
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Oswald. 
[Springs  up  and  paces  the  }-oo7n.\     And  now  you 
have  taken  Regina  from  me.    If  I  could  only  have 
had  her  !     She  would  have  come  to  the  rescue,  1 
know. 

Mrs.  a  lying. 
[Goes  to  A/w.]      What  do  you  mean  by  that,  my 
darling  boy  }    Is  there  any  help  in  the  world  that 
I  would  not  give  you  ? 

Oswald. 
When  I  got  over  my  attack  in  Pai-is,  the  doctor 
told  me   that  when  it   comes  again — and  it  will 
come — there  will  be  no  more  hope. 

Mrs.   Alving. 
He  was  heartless  enough  to • 

Oswald. 
I  demanded  it  of  him.      I  told  him  I  had  prepa- 
rations to  make [He  smites   cuimingly .^      And 

so  I  had.     [He  takes  a  little  box  from  his  inner  breast 
pocket  and  opens  ?7  ]     Mother,  do  you  see  this.'' 

Mrs.  Alving. 
What  is  it .? 

Oswald. 
Morphia. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Looks  at  him  horror-struck.^     Oswald — my  boy 

Oswald. 
I've  scraped  together  twelve  pilules 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Snatches  at  ?V.]    Give  me  the  box,  Oswald. 
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Oswald. 
Not  yet,  mother 

[He  hid  ex  the  box  again  in  his  pocket. 

Mrs.  a  lying. 
I  shall  never  survive  this ! 

Oswald. 

It  must  be  survived.      Now  if  I'd  had  Regina 

here,  I  should  have  told  her  how  things  stood  with 

ine — and  begged  her  to  come  to  the  rescue  at  the 

last.     She  would  have  done  it.     I  know  she  would. 

Mrs.  Alving, 
Never ! 

Oswald. 
When  the  horror  had  come  upon  me,  a»d  she 
.saw  me  lying  there  helpless,  like  a  little  new-born 
baby,  impotent,  lost,  hopeless — past  all  saving 

Mrs.   Alving. 
Never  in  all  the  world  would  Regina  have  done 
this  ! 

Oswald. 
Regina  would   have   done   it.      Regina   was  so 
splendidly   light-hearted.      And   she   would    soon 
have  wearied  of  nursing  an  invalid  like  me. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Then  heaven  be  praised  that  Regina  is  not  here 

Oswald. 
Well    then,   it  is  you  that  must  come   to  the 
rescue,  mother. 

Mrs.  Alving. 

[^Shrieks  aloud. ^     I ! 
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Oswald. 
Who  should  do  it  if  not  you  ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I  !    your  mother  ! 

Oswald. 
For  that  very  reason. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
I,  who  gave  you  life  ! 

Oswald. 
I  never  asked  you  for  life.     And  what  sort  of  a 
life  have  you  given  me  ?    I  will  not  have  it !    You 
shall  take  it  back  again  ! 

Mrs.  Alving. 
Help  !     Help  !  [She  runs  out  into  the  hall. 

Oswald. 

[Gomg  a  fin  her  l\    Do  not  leave  me  I    Where  are 
you  going  .'' 

Mrs.  Alving, 
[/«  the  hu/l]     To  fetch  the  doctor,  Oswald  !  Let 
me  pass  ! 

Oswald. 
[A /so  outside.]     You  shall  not  go  out.     And  no 
one  shall  come  in.      [The  locking  of  a  door  is  heard. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Cotnes  in  ogam.]     Oswald  :  Oswald — my  child  ! 

Oswald. 
[Follows  her."]  Have  you  a  mother's  heart  for  me 
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— and  yet  can  see  me  suffer  from  this  unutterable 
dread  ? 

Mrs.  ALvmo. 
[After  a  moment's  silence,  commands  herself,  and 
says  .]     Here  is  my  hand  upon  it. 

Oswald. 
Will  you ? 

Mrs.  Alving. 
If  it  should  ever  be  necessary.   But  it  will  never 
be  necessary.     No,  no  ;  it  is  impossible. 

Oswald. 
Well,  let  us  hope  so.     And  let  us  live  together 
as  long  as  we  can.     Thank  jou.  mother. 

[He  seats  himself  in  the  arm-chair  which 
M  Rs.  Alving  has  moved  to  the  sofa.  Dai/ 
is  breaking.  The  lamp  is  still  burning  on 
the  table. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Draning  near  cautioush/.]      Do   you  feel  calm 
now.^ 

Oswald. 
Yes. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Bending  over  him.]  It  has  been  a  dreadful  fancy 
of  yours,  Oswald — nothing  but  a  fancy.  All  this 
excitement  has  been  too  much  for  you.  But  now 
you  shall  have  a  long  rest ;  at  home  with  your 
mother,  my  own  blessed  boy.  Everything  you 
point  to  you  shall  have,  just  as  when  you  were  a 
little  child. — There  now.  The  crisis  is  over.  You 
see  how  easily  it  passed  !  Oh,  I  was  sure  it  would. 
— And  do  vou  see,  Oswald,  what  a  lovely  day  we 
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are  going  to  have  ?     Brilliant  sunshine  !  Now  you 
can  really  see  your  home. 

[She  goes  to  the  table  and  puis  out  the  lamp. 
Sunrise.  The  glacier  and  the  snow -peaks 
in  the  background  glow  in  the  morning 
light. 

Oswald. 
[^Sits  in   the   arm-chair  with  his    back   towards  the 
landscape,  without  moving.  Suddenly  he  satjs:\  Mother, 
give  me  the  sun. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
\_Bif  the  table,  starts  arid  looks  at  him.^     Wjiat  do 
you  say  ? 

Oswald. 
[Repeats,  in  a  dull,  toneless  voice.^    The  sun.    The 
sun. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Goes  to  Am.]     Oswald,  what  is  the  matter  with 
you? 

Oswald. 
[Seem^  to   shrink   together   in  the   chair  j    all  his 
muscles  relax  ;  his  face  is  expressionless,  his  eyes  have 
a  glassy  stare.^ 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Quivering  with  terror.^    What  is  this.''    [Shrieks.^ 
Oswald  !  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?     [Falls  on 
her  knees    beside    him    and  shakes    him.^     Oswald ' 
Oswald  !  look  at  me  !    Don't  you  know  me  ? 

Oswald. 
[Tonelessly  as  before.]     The  sun. — The  sun. 

Mrs.  Alving. 
[Springs  up  in  despair,  entwines  her  hands  in  her 
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hair  and  shrieks.']  I  cannot  bear  it !  [Whispers,  as 
though  petrified']  ;  I  cannot  bear  it  '  Ne^er ! 
[Snddert/i/.]  Where  has  he  got  them  ?  [Fumbles 
hastily  in  his  breast.]  Here  I  [Shrinks  bach-  a  feiv 
steps  and  screams  :]  No  :  no  ;  no  ,' — Yes  I — No;  no  ! 
[She  stands  a  few  .steps  away  from  him  riith 

her  hands  tnisted  in  her  hair,  and  stares 

at  him  in  speechless  horror. 

Oswald. 
[Sits  motionless  as  before  and  says.]     The  sun. — 
The  sun. 
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